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MAN MAKES MODEL 

He leered at her. "Youll spend the night, of 
course?" 

"Well, I could go bocW—" 

"Tired already? listen, baby, when I soy pose, 

I meon pose." 

"AH right, I'll stay if you want mo to." Alvis 
tightened her soft lips. What else could she do? 
She hod to have the money. 

"We'll only make a start tonight-iust rough 
something in. It won't take too long." 

'Take as long os you want," Alvis answered 
without emotion. 

Three-quarters of an hour passed before he 
told her she could drop the pose. 

"Well, work is over." He grinned devilishly, 
eyes narrow and reddish. "Now we con ploy— 

"Yes," she said. 

After all, she had her job to think about 
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Blessed are die pure to mind; for they have a 
leam. Alvis Maiming, when she went to pose tor me 
Life class at the new Ecole des Artes on Barron 
Street, was absolutely pure to mind and body At 
nineteen, she knew no more about love m aU of its 
ramifications than a polar bear knows about Eskimo 

Pic* 

“You advertised for a model?” Alvis’s voice trem¬ 
bled a litde as she looked down at the girl at the 
desk. Her heart was to her throat. She had never 
done a day’s work to her life and this job meant eat 

or starve. j 

Her parents had been dead three years and me 

aunt who had cared for her had suddenly had a 
heart attack during the night and passed awaj^ 
There was no one to the whole world Mvis co 
turn to. She had decided to answer a call for a modeL 
She had no experience of any kind and a man w o 
was a professional model for cigarette ads had told 
her me work was easy and paid well. 

* The girl looked up from applying vermihon to her 
fingernails and inspected the trembling apphcant 
from her lovely blonde head to her shapely legs and 

diminutive feet. “Ever posedr ^ 

“Why-yes. That is, not exactly. I was to tableaus 

in high school just before I graduated. 










6 


STUDIO AFFAIR 


“That’s all?” The girl smiled a little. 

“Er-about all Yes." 

‘Well," she seemed to weigh the girl on invisible 
s^es you ve got the figure. You might make it at. 
Go nght on in to old Glink-Mr. Glinkenpeel, 
that IS. It s really his school. He teaches-” She 
paused and stared at an over-gaudy C&anne repro¬ 
duction on the walk "art. Only, don’t let him know 

you hav^t had any eqierience. You won’t have a 
chance if you do ” 

Icnow—” she repeated with a be¬ 
wildered look. 

The girl ^ back at the vermilion on her nails. 
^ brushed on a little more, studied the result 
c^Uy ^d nodded her head. “Tell him you’ve posed 
at Ae Cape and in Westport a couple of summers, 
lell him you ve done Artists and Models work. Tell 
^ anything. But don’t let him know you haven’t 
ad any experience or that I tipped you off. First 
door to your right, inside." 

despairingly. She was afraid to 
ti, I. u boohed so precise, so competent, 

that she Md never applied for a job in her life. She 
was grateful for the advice the receptionist had given 
her ^d woidd have liked to ask her more about what 
foe jo^nt^ but foe girl had obviously dismissed 
^vis trom her consciousness and was busily applv- 
mg hereelf to foe job of finishing her manicure. 

^vis sighed and went on inside to foe first door to - 
her nght. 

She knocked. 

“^me ini" It was a growl, just barely audible. 

She went in, her feet threatening to give out at 
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“Well?” The man’s eyes were pale blue, almost 
colorless; they seemed to impale her, at first glance. 
She noticed his hair was worn quite long and that he 
had very large and soft lips, 

“I-I’m your new model,” she began bravely. 
“That is, I saw the ad-the advertisement—” She 
could go no further. 

If the eyes of the blonde at the desk outside had 
weighed her, this man’s glance seemed to enter her. 
“We need somebody for the Life. Had much ex¬ 
perience?” 

“Experience? I-I posed two summers at Green¬ 
wich, and at Cape—at the Cape, I mean. Oh, 
heaven’s, what would she do, if he asked her what 
Cape. “And I’ve done Artists and, Models work too.” 
She hurried this last out. Wasn’t it dreadful to have 
to he and say stupid things Mke this when all you 
wanted was a job? A job that you had to have if you 
wanted to keep on eating. 

“Hmmm. . . .” He appraised her, eyes slitted and 
narrow. “No appendicitis scars or anything? You 
seem to have a good torso, aO right. We could use 
more mass, but you might do. Not more than thirty, 
are you?” 

She bridled, “I was nineteen, last month.” It came 
out with a gulp at the end. 

He exploded, without mirth. "That’s damned cute, 
kid. I’m thed of these damned perfect thirty-sixes; 
give ’em something young and juicy to draw for a 
change, that’s my idea.” His eyes widened and 
seemed to get a httle inflamed around the* rim, 
though they remained almost colorless inside. He 
licked his lips, and Alvis thought how funny it was 
that a man should lick his lips that way, unless of 
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course lie were nervous too. “The class starts tonight 
at eight o’clock. Be here at seven-thirty. Don’t Tnalf(» 
dates with the pupils-that’s all I ask. It’s a school 
where the students learn to paint This isn’t the Left 
Bank.” 

She couldn't see what a bank had to do with it to 
save her life. A left bank, whatever that was. “I’ll be 
here,” she said. 

"Three hours, three times a week, for the Life 
class. That s nine hours, to start with. I may have 
some private work for you, too.” He looked at her 
meaningfully. “That will be more, of course. If we- 
if we get along together.” 

“That will be aivlully nice.” Her voice lilted. 

“It will.” There was no uncertainty in his voice. 
“See you at seven-thirty, then." 

Alvis lived in Brooklyn. The house was in die East 
New York end of Dean Street and had originally be¬ 
longed to Grandfather Manning. When he died the 
aunt and Alvis s father had inherited it jointly. The 
mortgage had been held by an old resident who had 
known her grandfather, and amounted to little more 
than the house would bring in the open market. 
Here, in a dingy house, on a dingy street, Alvis had 
grown up without brothers or sisters. She had not 
been allowed to become friendly with any of the 
slatternly children of the neighborhood. 

“After all, you're a Manning,” her mother would 
repeat to her endlessly, and Aunt Clara would echo 
it. Her father would sigh. Alvis had never been able 
to love her mother. She was a very quiet, prim, pre¬ 
cise little woman, a strict Presbyterian and a leader 
in the once impressive Women’s Christian Temper- 
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ance Union. She gave no affection and did not wel¬ 
come it. It was her Christian duty to keep her 
husband away from the evil companions and the bad 
habits of his bachelor days. Her husljand fatalistically 
settled down to his clerking in a title guaranty com¬ 
pany and could hardly have remembered how to 
resume the once buoyant and carefree days that 
had preceded his marriage. 

School was an^^unattractive but necessaiy duty to 
Alvis. One day she had come home rosy with excite¬ 
ment. “Oh, Mother, Miss Apperson says I’m the pret¬ 
tiest girl in the rooml” 

Her mother pursed colorless lips, I shall have to 
speak to her about it. Putting thoughts like that in a 
young girl’s mind! Do you mean she deUberately 
flattered you like that?” The face was frozen and 

“Oh, no, Mother." Alvis’s eyes clouded. “I didn’t 
have my grammar, and Miss Apperson said she was 
ashamed the prettiest girl in the room had come to 
class unprepared." 

“That’s better. I meant tb speak to you about your 

last month’s report. . . . She did. n , j 

Alvis faced her at the end of the lecture, flushed 
and defiant. “But, Mother, I am kind of pretty, aren’t 

1 ?” 

“I declare, you haven’t listened to one word I have 
said to you.” She looked at the fresh blonde beauty 
of her child. “It’s no credit to you if you are pretty. 
God gave you your talents to use in His service, not 
in godless vanity. Beauty is more often a cross and a 
curse, than a blessing. Good women lay little stock 
in it. Now you go up to your room, and I donT want 
to hear of your missing your grammar again. 
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Mournfully Alvis went upstairs. It was always 
way witli her mother; no matter what you said, she 
always said something you didn’t expect and couldn’t 
possibly like. “God is love” meant giving nickels to 
foreign missions, she thought resentfully It was the 
same when she had tried to find out from her mother 
more about tilings she could not help overhearing. 
Talk about love, boys, parties. Automobile rides witii 
boys. Good women had nothing to do with these 
things, she gathered. Her mother's forbidding look 
precluded all questions. She was even afraid to think 
them much less to ask them. The^most she had ever 
received when she hinted at what she wanted to 

Imow, was, “In good time Mother will teU you about 
that.” 

“Good time” never came. A severe flu epidemic 
saw to that. Her mother and father both died the 
saine^week. Then her Aunt Clara, quite as frozen 
and forbidding as her mother had been, took over. 
Aunt Clara had never married. The only men she 
knew were friends of Alvis’s father and the son of 

one of these men who posed for cigarette advertise¬ 
ments. 

When her aunt died, Alvis moved into the house of 
^e man who held the mortgage on the Manning 
house. His wife, twenty years younger than he, for 
^ that she was past fifty, was the one who told 
Alvis she would have to get some sort of work and 
suggested she read the advertisements. Alvis had 
not been accustomed to working things out for her- 
self. She read every advertisement for several days 
^d then applied across the river in what they called 
Greenwich Village at the new Ecole des Artes. She 
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was Mghly elated at getting the job from the very 
first advertisement she had answered. 

At seven-thirty promptly, she rang the bell at the 
converted stable in Barrow Street. 

The girl who had been at the desk answered the 
door. “Oh. Hello. Im glad you got the job. I’m Edna 
Buzzell. Peggy Bealle will be in, in a few minutes— 
she’s the model who’s leaving, you know. She’ll show 

you the ropes.” , i-r... 

“Thank you,” Alvis said politely. She^stoc^ shiftog 

her weight from one foot to the other. She s leaving, 

you say?” „ , 

“Yes. Private modeling, from now on. She smilea 
encouragingly. “Don’t be so frightened. You bowled 
the old boy over, and you’ve got to start some tim^ 
You can sit there,” she pointed to the worn, daubed 
bench by the door. She went back to her apparently 
interminable job of applying fresh paint to her finger- 

nails» , , * 

Alvis sat down and tried not to stare at the things 

on the wall. At night they seemed to be more notice¬ 
able than they had been this afternoon. You coulto t 
make anything out of some of the pictures. They 
looked as if they must be upside down- Steel en¬ 
gravings of the Discobolos, the Laocoon, La Gio- 
Mnda, a Zuloaga nude. Alvis looked hurriedly aw^ 
from the last, eyes appalled at the complete naked¬ 
ness displayed so shamelessly. She tried to let her 
eyes come to rest on a gaudy poster of an Artists and 
Models Ball at Webster Hall. She read the words 
carefully,, lips moving soundlessly, until she came to 
the illustration. The best Le Sourire st)de. You cou 
see clear up to the panties, and they might have been 
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of mosquito netting. She flushed faintiy and studied 
the carpet. 

01^ here she is,” Edna said, as the door swished 
^^d and a vibrant sandy-haired girl entered. 
Hello, Nurts," she said. "This is the new girl” She 
indicated Alvis with a negligent thumb. “Alvis Man- 

^g. Get her ready, for heaven’s sake, before the old 
buzzard gets here.” 

“Sure,” Peggy nodded good-humoredly. “Come 
along, Idd. Haven’t you ever modeled before?” 

“Why, yes, I-” 

But the sandy-haired girl had not waited for an 
a^v^er. Doubtfully, Alvis followed her. She was be- 
gimiing her job now. She hugged the thought to her- 
seii, trying to gain a little courage. 

Here you are,” Peggy gestured embracingly 
around the third room and led Alvis toward one end 
which was partitioned off with several screens that 
^ost met. She walked behind them and plumped 
herself down on a sagging studio bed. “There’s a 
flock of kimonos and things. Pick out anything you 
hke. Its complete, bed and all,” she said cym®iy. 
^he Life room is right through that door, and the 
John IS there.” She pointed to a glass door marked 


Some one had painted a question mark after the 
word. Alvis noticed it and wondered about it. 

“Better get going. It’s a quarter of. You can park 
your own clothes on any of those hooks. You’d look 
well m this blue, don’t you thinkr Thoughtfully 
Pe^ compared several of the crumpled, spotted 
robes, and puU^ one down-a cheap, gaudy coolie 
coat of electric blue, with a fantastic Fujiyama peak- 
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ing jiist about where the small of her back would 

come. , 

“I have to wear that?” Alvis looked bewildered. 

‘■Why can’t I wear what I’ve got on?” 

‘■Why can’t you? That’s a cute one. But you better 
get it on, before Clink comes, ot-say, what do you 
think you’re posing for, heads?" 

Alvis didn't understand at all. But she did as she 
was told. She hung her hat and her coat on two of 
the hooks and quietly pulled her dress, hem first, 
over her shoulders. She stood uncertainly looking at 
the blue coolie coat the other girl had flung over the 
back of a chair. She reached for it finally. “It wiU fit, 

I suppose.” She began to slip her arms into it. 

The other girl looked at her incredulously, “You’ve 
got your slip on, honey." 

TVell, I-I think I’ll keep it on." 

Peggy laughed raucously. “That’s a good one^ 

You’d better hurry and peel before he gets here-” 

“But I’ve got nothing but panties and a brassiere 
xmder my slip," protested Alvis. 

“What the hell do you think you’re going to wear 
before the class—long underwear? You're posing for 
the Life. Didn't he tell you that?” 

Alvis’s cheeks flamed. “I don’t quite understand.” 
“It’s you they’re going to draw, not your clothes. 
In the altogether, honey. And you had better get 
ready in a hurry, before—” 

‘Td rather keep my clothes on,” Alvis said quietly. 
‘T know all about posing. I know a man who poses 
for cigarette ads—” 

Peggy’s voice became impatient. This is the Life 
class, kid. You’ve got to strip and quick—” 



14 STUDIO AFFAIR 

Alvis’s cheeks were fiery now. “You're teasing, 
aren’t you? I never heard of anything like that.” 

“Well, if you aren’t the damdest sap I How do you 
suppose they drew theser She gestured toward the 
w^, indicating the crude nude studies. 

Naked?’ the question emerged in a ^ueer, 
mufiSed voice from the startled girl. 

Goodness, yes! Everybody draws nudes way. 
Take everything off." 

Alvis's heart was thumping so hard she thought 
Peggy must surely hear it. She turned away from the 
girl and said slowly, “Is that what a model has to 
do?” 

“Hell, yes^ And, my girl, you had better hurry." 

All right, Alvis sighed. "I didn’t know. I suppose 
you must think I’m awfully dumb." 

“Forget it, kid.” The model looked at Alvis a little 
curiously. “Have you got the figure? Let’s see.” 

Alvis started to pull the slip over her head. She 
seemed to be all thumbs. She had never let anyone 
see her undressed since she was a tiny girl—not Aunt 
Clara, not even Mother. Mother had said that nice 
girls didn't— 

She hardened herself against all such memories; 
she had to get some sort of job, and if taking her 
clothes off was a part of it, well, she would do it. For 
a moment, she let herself think what Peggy must be 
seeing, as she turned to the other girl. Her legs with 
nothing over them, almost to her thighs, where the 
panties began; then she stopped thinking entirely. 

«\i ^ ® rather strained voice. 

Want me to help you?" She came softly up behind 
Alvis and began fumbling with her brassiere. “Every- 



STUDIO AFFAIR 


15 


thing has to go.” There was a queer choked jubila¬ 
tion in her voice. v r u 

Alvis flushed with embarrassment as she relt me 

eirl’s fingers actually touching her skin. She slipped 
her fingers hurriedly inside the elastic of her panbes 
and pushed them down over her amply rounded tups. 

“Gee, but you're adorablel” Peggy lean^ forward 
and impulsively kissed the warm pink alabaster of 
Alvis’s shoulders. “Turn around, let's have a l(wkl 
“Nobody’s ever seen me like this before, Alw 
murmured, holding her head a Uttle low while her 
heart beat with great, sickening thumps. It m^es 
me feel kind of funny-” She rotated slowly where 
she stood, until she faced the other girl. Do-do you 


really think TU dor r «« ' k 

“Do I think?” She drew in her breath. You re ab¬ 
solutely marvelousi” Her eyes widened ^ she sur¬ 
veyed the firm, large breasts, the flat belly, the soft 
wHte thighs. “In fact, you're fantasticl" 


There was a sound outside. “It’s Glink. M teU 
him-” Before Alvis knew what was happening to 
her Peggy had pulled in the owner of the art school. 
“Take a look at her, Glink,” she announced exult¬ 
antly. “There’s a figure for youl” ^ 

Glink read the flustered panic in Alvis s eyes. He 
turned casually away from her and put his arm 
around Peggy. “Give daddy a kiss,” he ordered m 

his heavy guttural voice. 

He made the kiss last a long time, too, to impress 
the new girl: it never did any harm to put ide^ into 
their heads,* and the sooner the better. Only when he 
had ended did he swing Peggy loose and turn for 
an apparently casual scrutiny of the flushed exquisite 
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nudity shrinking against the nearer screen. “Hmm 
he remarked negligently. “She'll do, I guess. New at 
the game, eh?" His voice warmed in spite of himself. 

H® turned away to hide what was in his eyes. 
“Show her how to stand, Peggy. rU see you later.” 
He vamshed into the room beyond. 

“Id love to.” She disappeared back toward the 
ofiSce where Alvis could hear the mounting clamor of 
new arrivals. 

Alvis stood where she was. She was almost afraid 
to take a step, it was all so new and strange. She felt 
something might crack or break if she' actually 
walked around with no clothes on like this. It gave 
her a peculiarly languorous feeling. She wondered 
vaguely if GlinJcenpeel was in the habit of passion¬ 
ately kissing all his models. She wondered how it 
would feel if he kissed her. 

Peggy came bustling in. “All set, honeyr 

“Tell me, Peggy, do other girls do that?” she asked 
in a worried voice. “I mean, just let a man they 
hardly know kiss them?” 

« i’®ggy replied with a superior smile. 

^And is that part of what being a model means?” 

“Part of it, anyway,” said Peggy cryptically. "The 
rest-well, you’ll get that later. Gee, Alvis, I could go 
nuts over you myself. Any man would.” 

Mvis laughed, a self-conscious little catch in her 
voice. “It certainly is funny. I never dreamed any- 

l^^hig They all have to see me?” Her voice was a 
little panicl^f again. 

“Unless they’re blind. That’s what you’re here for. 
But most of them— Oh, you’ll find out yourself. Get 
that coolie coat on you now. We’ll go in. I’ll show 
you where to stand. You can come back here to rest. 
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Don’t let the students in. He—”she jerked her head 
toward the modeling room significantly, “he d 
bounce you for that. Of course, the teacher is dif- 

“Oh." Thoughtfully Alvis digested it. “All right,” 
she said, but her voice was uncertain. She had the 
blue coolie coat swathed around her now as tigh^ as 
possible. She loosened it a trifle. She had cau^t a 
glimpse of herself in the pier glass against the waU 
^d had noticed how holding it so tightly made her 
look nuder than ever. 

"Let's go" Peggy led the way into the studio 
where the Life class met* 


2 

The ordeal of appearing naked before the class— 
with its formidable teacher-began to grow upon 
Alvis as she wove her way through the maze of 
chattering students. She grew more and more pan¬ 
icky as she felt them glancing at her. 

“Here you vji” said Peggy. She stopped before a 
raised wooden platform. She looked swiftly an 
fessionally at the groups nearest the stand. He 11 be 
along in a minute and pose you. You can throw that 
coohh coat- HeUo, Tony, Miz’ Ruff-on that chau, 
there. Roy, aren’t you speaking to me? This high- 
hatting- No, keep it on now,” she said m swift 
amusement as she saw Alvis about to go ahead wito 
her disrobing. “Wait till old Clink- HeUo, Joel she 
greeted the taU dark young man standing beside the 
one she had addressed as Roy. 
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“Leaving us?*^ he asked pleasantly. 

-Tm doing private work from now on,” she an¬ 
swered with a pert toss of her head. 

“Til use you/ chuckled the one she had called 
Roy. So long, Joel. See you at Irma’s later.” 

, “Meet the new model, Joel,” fluttered Peggy, with 
a proud possessive look at Alvis. “Alice Manley” 

“Manning,” Alvis flushed a trifle. "Alvis Manning/ 

"Well, you only got two of her names wrong. 
Delighted, Joel said absently, with a litUe 
nod toward Alvis. He made no move to shake hands. 
Done much modeling^’ 

“Oh,^ yes,” her answer was automatic. “At the 
Cape-” She could not remember the name of the 
other place. But the tall, dark handsome young man 
had turned to talk to someone else. Now Clink was 
hurrying toward her. 

“Okay,” he said, “if youTl" just take a pose here. 
Get nd of that wrap- Now we want something sim¬ 
ple to start with. This bunch ought to start on the 
Empire State instead of a nude. Yes, you’ve got a 
figure.” His voice was appreciative and his eyes 
glowed as he appraised Alvis’s rosy pinkness. 

Shame to waste you on a bunch like this. Never 

He licked his gross 
bps. We ll get together. Just stand naturaUy-shoul- 
ders back.” He softly placed his warm moist hands 
on her shoulders and pushed them back to where 
he wanted them. "Let’s see-these hips," he caught 
tiiem firmly with both hands, “a little to the lek. 
That s right. Can you hold that?” 

Oh, yes, she nodded nervously, her body warmer 
than ever at his fugitive caresses. 

Suddenly and abruptly he clapped his hands. 
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“Let’s get to work. It’s five after, already,” he barked 
to his class. "Let’s see what you can do with a new 
model.” His voice rose and stilled the clamor. “En¬ 
tirely difEerent type. You had the Diana in Peggy, 
this is an Aphrodite. Notice the full shadows under 
the breasts and the highUghts above. And there are 
shoulders for you—archaic shoulders, almost Etms- 
can. I want to see something of that in each drawmg. 
And don’t be too damned sculptural-this isn’t a 
plaster Venus you’re drawing. _ . 

"Will you show me, Mr. Glinkenpeelr ’ It was a 
quivery shrunken-faced woman, well over fifty, who 
summoned him. She trembled with pleasure as he 
came near. 

"So long, I’ll be seein’ you," Peggy whispered to 
Alvis. Then she left the room. 

"Anytime you want to rough in your outline. . . . 
GUnkenpeel leaned over the agitated shoulder of the 
elderly woman. His voice buzzed on* Alvis could not 

quite make out his words. 

Alvis felt as though she were doing something 
shameful in exhibiting her body. She felt nncom- 
fortable and ill at ease with aU those eyes trained on 
her from every comer of the large studio. For pay. 
A nice girl. She could almost hear her mother s voice. 

The eyes stared at her so pecuUarly. They peered 
and squinted, boring into her, piercing her, seamg 
and scorching her. The students would come up close 
to her at times—the men especially—heads cocked 
now to one side, now to the other. Her body seeme^ 
to flame with embarrassment as they walked around 
her and sized her up from different angles before 
going back to their easels. She felt they were pro¬ 
fanely prying into the most intimate secrets of her 
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body. Some would even stand close in front of her 
two or three at a time, and talk about her as if she 
were not ^ere at all, as if she were something in¬ 
animate. She felt as if she had a fever. 

Snatches of their queer talk drifted up to her on 

the platfomi. • 

“I like the line from that shoulder down, you see? ^ 
Curving fhis way- She’s almost a Degas with shoul- 
ders as broad as that-” 

‘That’s what Clink meant when he said Etruscan. 

If you look from this side-” 

“I like the lower part of the torso, right where that ' 
lett hip begins, and then this way-” 

She bit her lips as she began to realize that not one 
student was really seeing her as a woman. They 
were seeing something she had never known she 
carried around with her. Words, meaningless at first. 

egan to erupt into her consciousnes; words like 
mass, torso, dimension. She didn't know what the 
students meant, but it was not her they were talking 
about at all; it was her body. A bill of flesh for aU they 
cared. It was the queerest sensation knowing all 
were peering at her and none were seeing her. They 
saw only her torso, her mass, her highlights-what- 
ever those things were. 

Alvis began to feel a little stiff and uncomfortable 
from the unaccustomed position she held. Her hands 
weighed like lea^ hanging stiffly at her sides, away 

swaying a little and 
held herself as ngidly as she could so no one would 
notice. It became torture finally. She wanted to move 
her feet but was afraid she would not be able to get 
back to her original pose. It seemed she had been 
standmg there for hours. Three hours, he had said. 
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That was an awfully long time. She steeled herself 
to the task. She must not fail this job. But she would 
like to see one of them stand up there, without mov¬ 
ing, for three hours! Glink, or that taU dark young 
man Peggy had called Joel, or the queer fluttery old 
woman who was always asking Glink to show her 
things. They would probably pass out or collapse in 
less than a half-hour. 

Perhaps the time might pass a little more quickly 
if she could single out ^e students in the studio; see 
how they worked individually. The girl who was al¬ 
ways looking at what her neighbor was doing, for in¬ 
stance. Or the boy who kept making signs in the air, 
as if he were conducting an invisible orchestra. Or 
the slight man in the comer who talked incessantly 
to himself. 

Surreptitiously, Alvis moved one foot forward. All 
sense of balance seemed to have deserted her. She 
slid the foot back as imperceptibly as possible. Her 
hands seemed on fire and felt heavier than she had 
ever dreamed hands could feel. She could hardly 
keep her shoulders from sagging; she had to fight to 
keep them up at all. There was a pain in her left hip 
where she had pushed it out as Glink had instmcted 
her to. She couldn’t stand it much longer. She would 
scream if he didn’t stop soon. Her tired eyes would 
hardly stay open. She had forgotten aU about her 
shyness in this excmciating discomfort. Waves of 
sickening dizziness enveloped her. The room seemed 
to fade out and come back all distorted, a jumble 
of heads, open mouths and pointing fingers. She 
wondered how they would react if she toppled over. 
She pictured herself falling, arms spread out like 
a bird. . . . 
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She recalled herself with a start. It was impossible 
to keep up a thing like this any longer. Her eyes 
opened wide and she set the fixed smile on her face 
once more. She wrinkled her nose for relief and 
screwed up her face. Nobody seemed to notice. 

buzz, buzz, from every comer of the room, the 
scratchy sound of pencils on drawing paper, the 
shuffling feet of GUnk as he moved around from 
student to student. The room began to blur once 
more. She was shrieking inside. M only she could 
close her eyes, close out the sight of those awful 
squinting, staring people. 

“That will do I” Glink roared suddenly. “You can 
rest now.” * 

Oh blessed wordsi She staggered and almost fell. 
Only the tall dark young man seemed to notice her 
distress. He was beside her at once. He put out an 
arm to steady her as he led her down from the Hais 
to the floor. She was vaguely, gratefully aware of 
his support, of the strong steady arm holding her up. 

"Tired?” he asked kindly. He seemed to be actu¬ 
ally seeing her. He was not squinting any more. 

“Here’s your wrap,” a hot-eyed little girl said, 
handing it to her. Her eyes seemed to be looking at 
the man and not at AJvis. She draped the wrap 
around Alvis, hovering close by, 

"Sit down," said Joel, helping her into the chair, 
“It was only fifty-five minutes.” 

Alvis looked up at him half giddily. “I guess it’s 
because it was the first time. . . .” 

“Your first time?” he asked, surprised. 

“I—I mean at this school.” Alvis quickly tried to 
cover the lapse. 
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He was looking at her keenly now. "Tt is your Brst 
time ” he said accusingly. ‘Tou poor little thing!” 

"Well,” she made an unsuccessful try at a small 
giggle, “don’t tejl on me.” 

He nodded slowly. “I won’t. Don’t worry.” He 
chuckled sympathetically and continued his appraisal 
of her, 

“If it will make you feel any better,” he said, as if 
to console her, “it’s the first time for a lot of the 
students, too. It ought to be the last time for most 
of them." 

“I don’t imderstand.” 

He shrugged. “You look at their drawingsl They 
couldn't draw water from a welL The Village has 
changed of course. Once there was a time. . . .” 

“They all seem to be working pretty hard,” she 
wondered. 

He smiled. “There are two or three potential artists 
here. Who go at it seriously, I mean. God knows I’ve 
got to work—with Egbert Slade for a father—” 

“I’ve heard the name,” her brows wrinkled, “ha 
the newspapers.” 

He laughed. “He's president of the Independents. 
He’s the best painter in America, I think. Of course, 
as a result, I’ve got to make good—have to live up to 
the family reputation and all. It’s a lucky thing for 
me 1 like to paint. Now take Glink, for instance. He 
can’t paint; I know that. But he can teach me to 
draw and that’s what 1 need. And these girlsl One 
or two of the younger ones may make passable illus¬ 
trators, but that’s all. The rest—” 

“They seem nice,” she objected. 

“Oh, sme, they’re nice enough—the young ones, 
that is. The older ones just come for Idcl^. I mean it. 


/ 
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Just look at them. Lonely old maids, like that one 
who drools over Glink. And unhappily married bored 
women who have raised a few chddren or never had 
any, and want a little diversion. A few young guys 
are here just to raise a little hell, but the older ones 
are by far the worst. They just come to see the naked 
models. They don’t give a damn about art, much less 
know the first thing about it. 

“No, it isn’t much of a class, though I suppose it’s 
pretty fair for New York. Most of ^e students will 
never even see a show, much less produce anything 
worthy of exhibition. 

“You watch and see how they change. When the 
going gets rough, they’ll just up and quit. They won’t 
be able to take it. I’ll say one thing for Clink. He 
really does work them at drawing. You’ve got to 
hand it to him there. Now if he knew something 
about brush technique—” 

“I don’t know much about anything,” she timidly 
interrupted his wandering thoughts. 

He looked at her again with those keen penetrat¬ 
ing dark eyes. 

“How in the world did you ever get into this 
racket?” 

She told him the brief unimpressive story. It was 
a relief to be able to talk to this sympathetic young, 
man—to admit her appalling ignorance without hav¬ 
ing to assume a manner that she felt was inherently 
dishonest. 

“All right. Miss Manning,” Glink called unctuously. 
Apparently he had not missed the young student’s 
preoccupation with the new model. “We won’t make 
it quite so long this time. Don’t want to tire you out 
in one night.” 



STUDIO AFFAIR ’ 25 

“Oh, I’m all right,” she smiled at him. She was 
feeling a little better. Joel had made her feel almost 
human again. She felt more confident, less frightened 
by this strange new world. 

“If you’ll just take the same pose—” Paternally, he 
helped her remove the coolie coat, and held it over 
his left arm. She felt weary when she rose to repeat 
the pose, weary all over. But he had his hand under 
her elbow, and his fingers seemed to weave little 
tunes up and down her arm. His touch seemed to 
waken her entire body. She felt a warmth through 
her limbs, a filing different from any she had ever 
known before. “It won’t be long, now.” His tone 
carried an intimate caress. 

He fussed about as she stood on the dais, stroking 
her shoulders with both hands and said in a tone 
loud enough for the class to hear, “Let’s see, your 
shoulders were a bit higher before.” Her heart was 
thumping again, this time with the rhythm of in¬ 
sistent drums. “We had the hips a little to the 
left. . . .” 

He Studied her, then stooping swiftly, placed one 
hand on her thigh and pushed her body slightly to 
the left. She quivered at his touch. It seemed to 
cause a melting sensation inside her. Suddenly she 
realized the whole experience was exciting her. She 
tried to hold herself rigid, to conceal from him 
what his hands had done to her. 

He nodded complacently as he straightened up. 
“That’s about right.” He clapped his hands. “All 
right, let’s see what we can do this time. You have 
an excellent model, and I want to see something 
much better from all of you. You, Mr. Slade,” he 
said to the dark young man, “let’s see how you 
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would begin with her.” He moved down and 
watched Joel start with firm pencil strokes, 

Slade . . . Joel Slade . . . Egbert Slade, his father, 
president of the Independents , . . The best painter 
in America , . . Clink could draw but couldn’t paint. 
She must remember all these things. Of course, it 
might only be his opinion: she didn’t see how Ghnk 
could teach art and not know how to paint. If 
she could only move her eyes or twist her head, she 
could count Ae number of studfents. Without/mov¬ 
ing either, she counted eleven. There must be thirty 
altogether. At least tliirty. Two or three serious 
artists. She wondered who the rest were. Joel Slade 
must be one—at least, he thought he was. A few 
girls who would fnake good illustrators. Old maids 
and wives—she knew who they were. Young men 
here to raise a little hell-it might be fun to meet 
some of them. And old men who came just to see 
naked models. She could clearly see one old man 
right in the middle of her range of vision. He was 
squinting like the rest, but there was something 
furtive in his eyes. Joel must be aware of the way 
the man was staring at her. 

She wished she knew some of the others. She 
wished they would stop looking at her as if she 
were a bale of cotton or something they were 
appraising to buy. And what in the world was her 
torso? Suddenly she remembered a picture labeled 
Rofnan Torso in a book she had glanced through. It 
didn’t have a head or hands, and one leg was off. 

She was very tired now. Her hands hung down 
like icy lead; sometimes feeling icy, sometimes too 
warm, and always heavy, always throbbing. But 
she was getting used to it now. You just stood it 



STUDIO AFFAIR 


27 


and you got through with it somehow. Buzz, buz^ 
buzz. . . . 

“Lousyl” That was Clink’s voice, ofiF to her left, 
raised to an irritating rasp. “Why the hell don’t you 
look at her shoulders once in a while. Those are 
Peggy’s shoulders you’re drawing. This isn’t the 
same model at all. Art doesn’t mean drawing from 
memory; Michelangelo. . Buzz, buzz, buzz . . . 

“And her head is Gauguin too. I can’t see any 
third dimension—’* 

“I’d like to try her in oils, tempera, anyhow. 
Catch the tints under those shoulders—” 

“I got a date with a little gul afterwards. If I 
can get her to model for me—" 

Buzz, buzz, buzz ... 

She had lort her balance now. She moved one 
foot furtively forward, to keep from toppling. It 
relieved her. Uimoticed, she brought it back into 
position again. She pushed her shoulders up until 
she felt they were too high. Anything was better 
than letting them sag. There was a definite localized • 
pain in her left hip now, where she had it pushed to 
the side. If she could only move it. 

The lights bothered her eyes, causing everything 
to blur again. It must have been more than an hour 
this time. She felt sick to her stomach. She must 
stick it out, she must. It was an easy way for a girl 
who had no other skills to make money. There 
seemed to be twice thirty students in the room, all 
talking, all busy with their pencils and unaware of 
her discomfort. And the sounds were becoming 
muddled too. She wanted to cry. She wanted to 
yeU, “That's enough. Surely that’s enough.” 
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“Restl” A sudden roar came from GUnk. "You can 
rest now.” Buzz, buzz, buzz. 

She would have fainted if the nice yoimg man 
had not helped her to her seat. —Joel Slade, that was 
his name. . . . He had the wrap around her. “You 
look all in,” he whispered. 

“I’m all right,” ears ringmg, eyes stinging, 

“You re almost through now. It’s ten-twenty. 
Chin up now. . . 

The rest this time was longer. She was thankful 
for that. Three or four, then half a dozen students 
came to her with their drawings in their hands. 
Others stayed at their easels, eyes still' squinting at 
the vacancy where she had been, as if they could 
still see her there. Then they swiftly returned to 
their paper, while their hands furiously shaded or 
corrected a line here and there. 

“Can I see?” she asked, smiling weakly. 

First one student and then another showed her 
his sketches. Except for one girl, only the men ap¬ 
proached her. 

She was amazed and appalled at the drawings. 
They did not resemble her in the least. In most of 
the sketches the heads were just barely roughed in. 
The students had done more with her breasts and 
her upper legs. Some had spent most of their efforts 
here, lovingly shading the parts until the sketches 
took on some life. 

“Walk around a little,” Joel prompted in her ear, 
“You’ll feel better.” 

She nodded and walked over to his easel. He had 
caught her face better than any of the others. “Why, 
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it’s mel” She was pleased and faintly awed. “It’s 
wonderfull” 

He flushed with pleasure. “It’s only one sitting,” 
he said apologetically, almost defensively. 

“I think it’s wonderful, Joel.” 

Several other men asked her to look at their draw¬ 
ings. None delighted her as much as Joel’s. She 
thought it must be because his father was such a 
famous painter. Glink was holding forth in the cen¬ 
ter of a group. He was talking about drawing. 
Names rolled off his lips, names she had never 
heard of, or only read in books ^ Michelangelo, 
Leonardo, Rodin, Meunier, Arthur Ijee, George 
Luks, Bellows, Matisse, a lot more. He seemed to 
know everybody who had ever done anything in 
the field of art. He was not in the least hesitant 
about bellowing his information to the class. 

One pudgy young man came up to Alvis. “Let 
me see the torso again,” he slobbered. “Let’s see if 
I got anything.” 

After a moment’s hesitation, she let the robe slip 
open. What difference did it make anyway, so long 
as she was being paid for it and they liked to see 
her. 

“See, here!” he cried exultantly, after he had 
taken a good look, “I’ve got it.” 

Alvis glanced at the drawing. It was not too bad 
but it did not resemble her. 

“All right,” Glink’s voice called again, as he 
clapped his hands, “let’s have some discipline. Let’s 
finish up .as well as we can.” 

He led Alvis back to the platform, took the robe 
from her and let her find her pose herself. She was 
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vaguely disappointed when he did not touch her. 
His hands gave her such a thrilling feeling. 

This time she did not get nearly so tired. Maybe 
because the time was shorter. Maybe because this 
was the last pose of the evening. She did not even 
feel dizzy when it was aU over. Gluik clapped his 
hands and said it was eleven. She stood waiting un¬ 
certainly for Clink to tell her what she was supposed 
to do next. He smiled reassuringly and waved her 
toward the dressing room. "That’s ^.^See you Thurs¬ 
day, at seven-thirty.” She half waited for Joel Slade 
to talk to her. But he was busy with the hot-eyed lit¬ 
tle girl who stood at the easel beside him talking 
animatedly. Alvis felt the girl had planned it so. 
She felt a bit disappointed. Nobody noticed her as 
she got into the robe herself and dragged herself 
hstlessly into the next room, 

She was deathly weary, now that the period was 
over. She let the coolie coat slip to the floor, 
stooped, and hung it up. She did not even bother to 
close the door: somebody might want to speak to 
her. She wanted somebody to speak to her. They 
were only talking about their drawings now: Buzz, 
buzz, buzz. . . She could hear it coming from the 
next room. 

•Well, she might as well get dressed. The little 
panties first, and dien the brassiere , , . They seemed 
to be having such a good time in there, taflcing and 
laughing. Joel, Clink, and all the rest. She felt ex¬ 
cluded from the group. As though she did not be¬ 
long. She located her slip and pi^ed it on as slowly 
as possible. She was hungry for attention. She got 
into her dress. No one was going to talk to her. 
That was clear. 
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"I’ll bet you did,” Slade looked enviously at the 
other man. 

“People might talk,” said Glink, more certain than 
ever that he must warn this charming, but move 
child. 

“I never spent the night with anybody before,” 
she laughed. “Somehow nobody ever asked me to.” 
She looked at the men, “You look so funny. Did I 
do anything Lwasn’t supposed to? If it were a girl, 
it would be all right for me to talk about it, wouldn’t 

it?” 

“It would depend- on the girl,” Glink gufiawed, 
and Peggy winced. ' 

Slade was not getting very far with Peggy. He 
was a little bored. “How about my doing a few 
sketches of you girls? I feel in the mood for impro* 
visation.” 

“I don’t mind," said Alvis wjth a pleased look. “If 
Glink wants me to. After all, he’s paying me to pose, 
though I don’t see how he can do any work to¬ 
night,’^ with a giggle. 

“Don’t you worry about me,” Glink chuckled. 
“Come on, baby, show Egg what you've been hiding. 
He’s a lot better painter than I am.” 

“That’s what Joel said.” She looked surprised 
when the two men burst out in a roar again. “But I 
don’t mind a bit.” 

“Come on, children. There’s a drink in it for the 
first one who gets undressed.” 

Peggy won. But Alvis had her drink as a consola¬ 
tion prize. Clink pulled her back on his knees with 
determined proprietorship. 

“I work better at my own place,” said Slade sud¬ 
denly. “I’d like to make a sketch of you this way, 
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was not afflicted with too much morality. She did 
not thin k there was anything wrong in giving her¬ 
self to a man. But she had had a sister who also was 
a model; and this sister had let a man get her in 
trouble. When the man had taken her to a cheap, 
quackish doctor for an operation, she had died under 
the ether. Miriam, her sister, had been the only 
person on earth Peggy really cared for. She was 
never able to rid herself of the vrild fear that, if she 
once yielded fully, the same thing would happen 
to her. She was willing to amuse her men friends, 
but she would never give them what they wanted 
most. Sometimes she found this attitude hard to 
maintain, but she had found an alternative ex¬ 
pression which more than covered her needs. 

Highballs, first. Peggy had gravitated to Slade's 
lap and Alvis to Clink’s. Out came the pictures 
when Alvis had said she didn’t mind. 

“These shots are really hot! When did you have 
these taken? I thought you only met Clink Tues¬ 
day!” 

"I did,” Alvis said with a small giggle. “Thursday 
night was when we took them. I spent the night 
here,” she added quietly. 

Clink gasped. Didn’t she have any special reti¬ 
cences? "I don’t think I’d tell everybody about that, 
sweetheart,” he said, with a wink at Slade. “Of 
course, among friends like this. . . .” 

“I won’t, if you don’t want me to,” she said snug¬ 
gling closer to him. “I don’t see anything wrong in 
it, though, I had a lovely time.”. 

The two men exploded: Clink loudest, because 
he knew what Slade must be thinking and how far 
from the truth Slade’s thoughts were. 
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"She’s a teaser,” Slade said judicially through 
pursed lips. "But she is a hell of a lot of fun. She s 
never given in to me, at least} but she amuses me 
anyhow. Sure, get her.” 

"Where’s Bettina?” Clink asked with shifting eyes, 

“Up at Woodstock for a week.” Slade’s tone was 
elaborately disinterested. 

“Why don’t you break away with Peggy then, 
bring her to my place? I’ve always thought she 
could be had if a man got her just right. What time 
can you get away?” 

“There’s a board meeting of the Independent 
Salon; but that will be over by ten—ten-thirty, any¬ 
how." 

“Swell. She’s posing—Alvis is—for the Life class 
until eleven. You come by. You may get a peep at 
her there. Then we’ll go over to my place and. . . 
He smacked his hps and winked prodigiously. “I’U 
have this little treat to play with,” he added, col¬ 
lecting the pictures, “while you bring Peggy home 
for a buggy ride—I hope.” 

"I’d like a set of those photographs,” said Slade, 
eyeing the set avidly as Clink wrapped them up. 

"I’ll see you get them. Till ten-thirty, then.” 

Clink went out with a sense of important mission 
successfully performed. 

• The party started ofiE hilariously in Clink’s* studio. 
Peggy Beaile was posing privately for both men and 
was fully conscious of the importance of pleasing 
them. Since she did not intend to please any man, aU 
the way, that is, she had to be more than nice in 
all the preliminaries. She was gay, vibrant and viva¬ 
cious, and she did not find this role too hard. Peggy 
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back. But the wound to his vanity had been too deep 
to heal, with his inverted type of personality. He 
had never forgiven his wife for her desertion of him 
and had systematically tried to pay her back by 
doing to other women what the artist had done to 
his own wife. He told friends like Glink, in confi¬ 
dence, that he would never trust a woman again, 
that any man who trusted a woman was a fool. He 
didn’t even try to hide his numeroos affairs from 
his wife, knowing sadistically there was nothing she 
could do about it now. 

Clink knew all this and played on it like the op¬ 
portunist he was; Egbert Slade’s good word was in¬ 
calculably valuable to the young art school. He had 
even allowed himself to be listed as one of the in¬ 
structors to give prestige to the place. Glink paid for 
Slade’s patronage by seeing to it that Egbert was 
supplied with such new girls as he could scrape up, 
models or artists. 

As Glink elaborated the details of his experience 
■with Alvis, he watched Egbert’s face. “At the end, of 
course, she spent the night with me.” 

“You don’t mean it! And she was a virgin?” 

. Glink shrugged. “I made sure. I’m teUing you 
she was,” he added with a wink. “I’m not saying 
about now, of course. A man doesn’t tell." He 
grinned lasciviously. 

“I’d" like to meet that baby!” Egbert’s eyes re¬ 
turned gloatingly to the pictures. “Wiat a figure! I 
hke this one best.” He held up the closest close-up 
of the nude girl, “Could a man have fun there!” 

“How about tonight? She’s mine for the time be¬ 
ing. But we could get some other girl. How about 
Nurts?” 
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her to like. Stinker, all right. The line from the chin 
—the side of the chin—down to this shoulder: that’s 
genius, Egg.” 

He shrugged. “I tried to get something.” He 
turned away from the picture slowly. “How’s Joel 
making out?” 

“Better. He’s getting a sense of line. He made a 
drawing of our new model—” 

Clink grinned and pulled out the set of pictures 
of Alvis. They had come out, all of them, even 
better than he had anticipated. The girl had been 
so frank and natural in her posing that nothing 
whatever was left to the imagination. 

“Whewi” Slade’s eyes widened with appreciation. 
"God, but she’s got a figurel And that’s not aU, eh? 
Say, she must be hot to let you have snaps like this 
of herl” He looked at Clink curiously. 

“Listen, Egg, you’re going to say I’m a nut, if not 
the biggest Uar alive, but I swear to God I believe 
that little infant doesn’t know the first thing about 
anything! Here’s what happened. . . .” 

He went into the story of his evening with Alvis, 
in great detail. He understood Egbert Slade’s nature 
and his preoccupation with the chase of more and 
more women. Slade had been married twice. The 
first wife, Joel’s mother, had died, eight years be¬ 
fore. The second, a statuesque horsey brunette 
named Bettina something-or-other, had run away 
with a glib-tongued young artist nine months after 
her marriage to Egbert. They had gone to Paris, 
where they lived until the artist’s money had run 
out. In desperation, Bettina had scraped up enough 
to cable her husband for help. He had sent her the 
money for her return passage and had taken her 
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On Satubday morning Serge Glinkenpeel strolled 
thoughtfully up Barrow to Fourth, and then down 
that eccentric Village artery to Macdougal and the 
Square. One of these days, he told himself, he would 
be able to afford a studio here. On th^ south side, 
he turned through a low iron gate, pressed the but¬ 
ton marked Egbert Slade, and entered when the 
buzzer coughed its answer. 

“Hello,” said Slade, casually. He was in a paint- 
daubed smock and smeared trousers and sandals. 
His violent shock of coal-black hair tumbled over 
one eye. “What do you think of that?” He stood, 
back from the canvas he was working on anH 
squinted narrowly to get the effect. 

“Portrait?” Glink studied with interest the rau¬ 
cous colors shrieking out of the rather evil woman’s 
face depicted on the canvas. 

“One of the van Home women.” 

“Order?” 

"Sure,” Slade replied indifferently. “Fifteen hun¬ 
dred. I can sure use it.” 

“She like it?” Glink studied it from every angle. 

“Crazy about it. God knows why. I think it’s 
pretty lousy myself." He was not fisl^g for a com¬ 
pliment. He had grown too great for that. 

“No. It’s not your best, but it’s a lot too good for 
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His eyes narrowed appraisingly. “Why dont you 
spend the night here, my dear? You could make up 
some story—” 

Alvis shrugged. “It wouldn’t make any difference 
to her. She isn’t a relative. Her husband was a friend 
of grandfather’s. He’s past seventy, now. I—well—” 
She studied the problem. “I don’t see why not.” 

His heart gave a sudden leap. 

“I suppose you’ve got an extra bed,” Alvis said 
idly. “You’re being awfully sweet. And I suppose 
it’s all a part of the job.” 

His heart sank suddenly. “It is,” he said with a 
twisted smile. “I’ve got two extra beds. You can 
take your pick.” 

“Then of course I will.” Alvis accepted with an 
embracing smile. “And I think you’re a dear, taking 
care of me this way!” 

“Just give me a chance.” His voice was husl^. 

“You bet I will,” she said gratefully. 

He discovered some pajamas for her, the only pair 
the place boasted. She let him come in and kiss her 
good night. He was almost crazy to stay. But, good 
God, nineteen, and never even had a date with a 
man before-he couldn’t! He mustn’t spoU things 
with this kid! “Good night, darling.” He press^ her 
convulsively to him. 

“Good night, Glink.” She kissed him back with 
soft, childish lips. “See you in the morning.” She 
turned over placidly to sleep. 

He tiptoed out, backwards. It was a long time be¬ 
fore he could get to sleep. 
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As he handed her the glass, he said, “Now well just 
take some straight nudes first.” He began sc^uinting 
his eyes. 

Alvis had known this was coming. She did not 
mind it, even though it meant that for a time he 
would stop looking at her and would look through 
her, the way all the students at the class did. 

“Just stand up. Any natural pose. Oh, go ahead 
and hold your glass. It wont hurt the picture. Lift it 
for a toast,” He showed her how to do it. 

There never was a girl who knew so littlel And 
she didn't seem to mind how or where he touched 
her, either. It gave him a marvelous chance for little 
swift, furtive touches, on shoulders and breasts and 
arms. When he saw how casually she accepted his 
advances, indeed, how she seemed actually to warm 
and come alive from them, he was thrilled. 

More complicated pictures now. Alvis standing, 
with her arms behind her head, showing the soft 
golden down in her armpits. Clink was beginning 
to find it hard to concentrate on his work. 

He began taking back views. Would this be a set 
of nudesi 

He kept at it for halt an hour more, until he haf? 
almost two dozen studies altogether. They were 
marvelous studiesi 

Finally he looked at his watch. “Good Lord, it's 
almost ^ee o’clock! Where do you live?” 

‘Way over in Brooklyn,”'Alvis replied, with a wor¬ 
ried look. “I hope they haven’t gone to bed. But of 
course they have. Mrs. Kenyon wouldn’t give me a 
key—she gets up and lets -me in. She didn’t think it 
was nice for a young girl to have a latchkey, she | 
said.” 
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“Oh, it’s delicious. It kind of makes you wMt to 
choke, doesn't it-it feels all funny inside.*’ She 
laughed gaily. Everything seemed to be all right 
again with t'his strange, but nice, man. 

“Drink it more slowly,” he said. “That’s it, drink 
it more slowly. You have to take things slowly, at 
first,” he said significantly, knowing she was sure to 
miss the point unless she had made her story up out 
of whole cloth. 

“Now,” Clink said deciding suddenly that it might 
tie better to go ahead witib the posing after aU, 
“what about that posing?" 

“Marvelous.” She was thriHed. That was what she 
had come for. “And I’m to be your girl from now 
on?” 

“I’ll tell the world you are! Now let’s see,” he 
said, thinking ahead fast and furiously, trying to de¬ 
cide the best way of getting as near as possible to 
what he wanted. “You’re tired tonight, and we can t 
do too much at one sitting. There are a lot of pic¬ 
tures I could use you in, but I want to get a chance 
to study you. How about my taking some shots of 
you in various poses, and then studying them before 
deciding how to use you?” 

She looked puzzled again. “Shots?” Her face 
wrinkled with doubt. 

“Not with a gun,” he said, grinning, “with flash¬ 
lights. Camera studies. Pictures.” 

“Oh.” Her face cleared like a sky after summer 
rain. “I don’t mind.” 

“Cood. Let me see. ... A drink first,” he said, 
looking at her emptied glass, “to make you feel 
good. And then. . . 

He mixed a drink for them both. He needed his. 
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be true. She must be actmgl There never was a girl 
this innocent. “Have you ever gone to bed with a 
man?” 

"Why, Mr. Clinld Tve never even been married,” 
she blushed more hotly than ever, and a little 
wretchedly now. He seemed so distant and forbid¬ 
ding. She began to wonder if she had done some¬ 
thing to upset him. 

“Married or not,” he persisted, "no mmi has ever 
touched you—like this?” 

“I should say not!” Her clear candid eyes could 
not fail to carry conviction this time. ^ 

“You’re not joldng?” 

"Heavens, no!” She giggled. “If you realized how 
Tve never even been allowed to see a main. " 

“How old are you?” 

“Nineteen, my last birthday. February eight¬ 
eenth," she announced with a little smile, pleased 
that he was again taking so much interest in her. 

"The age of innocence is eighteen in this state.” 

“Oh.” She didn’t quite know what he meant. He 
must mean the age of consent for marriage. Her 
eyes widened as this thought struck her. Was that 
what he was getting at? < 

"And you’ve never consented?” He tried to make 
it businesslike and eflScient. This was hard with 
those sweet young eyes pleading with him. 

“Nobody’s ever asked me,” she blushed. “You're 
the very first man I’ve ever been alone with in my 
life.” 

What if she were telling the truth! If she were, 
it might shock her to death. It might spoil her for 
life, unless he proceeded more slowly. A twirp— 
that would be different, but a virgin—! 
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“My father is dead,** she said soberly. 3ut even 
he was never this nice to roe* FU be your girl, if you 
want me to— Honestly, Mr. Glinkl 

“You ve been with men a lot, haven’t you?” he 
asked, as he handed her her glass at last* His hand 
trembled so he spilled a Httle of the icy drink on 
her naked thigh. She squealed m startled amuse* 
ment. 

“You have, haven’t you?” He repeated his question* ^ 

She turned a puzzled look at him, *Why, dont 
you know- This is the first time in my life any man 
has ever seen me this way—except at the class* I 
thought you knew that!” 

His eyes widened with displeasure* He pushed her 
slowly off his lap to the studio Bed beside him. 
This was different. He must look into this. After 
all, there was such a thing as cormpting the morals 
of a minor. A guy could get into a mess of trouble. 
Of course, she might be lying* Girls often did. But 
if she weren’t. * . . Something in her manner and 
voice made him wonder. She had been too good to 
be true at that. 

“Let me get this straight ” he said flatly, regarding 
her with alert shiewdnes. “Do you mean to say 
you’ve never let a man make love to you before?’ 

“They’ve never wanted to ” She regarded him 
with puzzled wonder, “My parents never even let 
me see boys. Mother and Aunt Clara didn’t think I 
was ready to go out yet.” 

“Are you a virgin?” he asked bluntly, 

“Am I—' She studied him with sudden knowb 
edge on her naive face. “Oh, I know what you mean* 
I’ve never had a baby, if that’s what you mean/ 

He shook his head. She sounded too mnocent to 
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girl strip for him. It gave him a sense of power to 
know he could make a girl reveal herself to him. 

She blushed all over. She warmed to him . "I 
think you re awfully good to me.” Nothing seemed 
too much to do for this man who had given her her 
first chance, “Nobody’s ever been so nice to me 
before.” 

It made him more and more excited to see her 
undressing so casually. She hadn’t even asked for a 
screen to hide behind. Hell, she must be a regular 
old-timer, the way she acted 1 Not a bit coy or stand¬ 
offish, not a bit of a tease. Just a good healthy girl, 
who knew what a man wanted and went right to 
work to give it to him. His excitement made him 
uncomfortable. He changed his position on the 
studio bed several times before he demanded 
authoritatively, “Come over here.” How marvelous 
to know he could order her to do anything and be 
sure she would fulfill his demand. 

She came over to where he sat, dimpling. “Don’t 
I get my spot now?” 

He smiled hotly at her, but his eyes were not on 
her face. He was fascinated by her sweet girlish 
body. He wanted to thrust out his hands and grab 
her. The way she was acting, he thought, you could 
see she woiildn't mind anything he did. That was 
the way a girl-any girl-ought to behave. He 
reached out confidently and touched her. 

“Come, sit on my lap,” he wheedled, “and give 
me a loss.” 

“Do I get my spot, if I do?” 

He pulled her down on his lap and leaned her 
over back on his arm. “Oh, I wish you were my 
little girll” His hot breath seemed to sear her neck. 
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was alive. But she had to start sometime. Everybody 
knew that artists and models drank. 

He racked together two rye highballs and came 
in, tinkling the ice against the crystal sides of the 
glass. “What, haven’t you even got them o£E yet?” 
He eyed her appraisingly. 

"What-my clothes?” Alvis asked with an em¬ 
barrassed little laugh. “I was just looking at every¬ 
thing. It’s simply marvelous, this room. It—it’s the 
first real studio I’ve ever seen.” 

“You’ll see plenty, from now on. Come on, baby, 
you’ll have to peel, to earn this drink." 

“Oh, all right. I didn’t realize.” She flushed ador¬ 
ably. “I should have been all ready by now.” She 
rose to her feet and undid the dress at the neck. It 
would be silly to mind taking her clothes off in front 
of this man. After all, he was not a man, he was an 
artist, an entirely different species. This was what 
models did to earn their money. 

He watched her, his eyes seeming to gloat 
her every movement. The dress first, the slip—and 
there she stood, bewitching in the two flimsy under¬ 
garments. 

For her part, she had begun to feel a tingling em¬ 
barrassment as she started to undress, no matter how 
she tried to reason with herself. She was also begin¬ 
ning to realize how drab and colorless her life had 
been before she became a model. Nothing had ever 
happened to her in those days. Nothing had given 
her half the thrill that merely taking her clothes off 
gave her now. Becoming a model was the most ex¬ 
citing thing that had ever happened to her! 

“God, but you’re sweetl” he said, utterly charmed. 
He had never gotten over the kick of having a young 


V 
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I live over on Morton, just around the comer. Let’s 

go” 

She felt proud, as she walked beside him through 
the few straggling students still grouped around the 
desk. She was the one he was taking to his studio, 
not one of them. The girl at the desk threw her a 
queer glance as she passed, a knowing, squinting 
look. So she had the squints too. Alvis thought this 
so funny she repeated it to the art instmctor and ex¬ 
plained what she meant. He laughed delightedly. 

“The squints! That’s good. We’ve aU got it, when 
you’re around, my dear.” She felt he meant some¬ 
thing that she coijld not quite understand. But he 
was smiling, so it must be all right. 

“Well, here we are.” He led the way into the large 
roof studio at the top of the old building. She was 
puflSng a bit from so many stairs. She exclaimed her 
delight over the lovely place. She had never seen a 
real artist s studio before. There seemed to be paint¬ 
ings and drawings all over the place, couches and 
piles of books and magazmes on the floor. There 
were low tables with lots of ash trays and palettes 
and tubes of paint mixed helter-skelter. A big easel 
stood in one comer. As she walked around the studio, 
she thought it was just the sort of place she had 
dreamed of. 

“How about a spot, first?” 

“A spot?” wonderingly. 

He chuckled. "You’ve got a lot to learn, baby. —A 
highball. The English caS any drink a spot.” 

f I ^ be delighted, Alvis said, almost primly. 
She had never had a drink, except a little wine at 
Christmas and New Year’s, at home, when Daddy 
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it a lot easier for me—eaming a few extra dollars, I 
mean,” She look worriedly at him, “I only earn a 
few dollars a week from this class, you know.” 

“Yes, but-” He considered her, a frown between 
his eyes. “You know, he’s got rather a reputation,” 
he said slowly. - 

“You said he couldn’t paint, but he could teach 
drawing,” she tried to aid him. “Is that what you 
mean?” 

“Did I say that? It’s true anyhow. But 1 meant 
with girls.” 

“They seem to like him,” said Alvis sbwly, “All of 
the models do.” 

“It’s mutual,” he muttered. “That’s what I'm wor¬ 
rying about.” 

“I think he’s awfully nice,” she said loyally. “He 
didn’t even forget he was going to let me do this 
extra posing.” 

“He woiddn’t," said Joel significantly. "You be 
careful, now, won’t you?” 

“Oh, I’ll be carefid, all right.” Her tone was vague; 
she had no idea what he was driving at 

“Well, just so long as you watch your step. Peggy 
always made him behave," Joel said in a gust of con¬ 
fidence. “At least she always fold me she did.” 

“She’s a funny girl,” said Alvis, “she—” But she 
never finished because two students came up and 
started talking to Joel 

The third posing period was over at last, and 
Clink edged dose to her. "Wait for me inside,” he 
whispered, “I won’t be but a minute.” 

She dressed slowly, and was just reaching for her 
coat mid hat when he came silently into the dress¬ 
ing room. “All set? It’s just about a block, you know. 
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other girl’s vehemence. "Don’t tell me you’ve gone 
that way, Peggy!” 

“Oh, be yourself,” Peggy giggled. Tve got a right 
to admire her, haven’t I?” 

“In that case, give daddy a kiss,” he ordered. He 
held her for a long time. “Now you,” he curtly 
ordered Alvis. 

Models permitted this, she remembered. Dutifully 
she raised her lips, as she felt his a rms round her 
slim curved nakedness. 

He grinned down at her. “Don’t forget our date 
afterwards.” 

“I won't.” She smiled gratefully at him. 

Peggy’s eyes were wide when he went on into the 
class studio. “Afterwards, eh?” 

“Some private modeling,” Alvis couldn’t keep the 
pleasure out of her voice. 

“Well, I must say, you don’t waste any time! 
Better watch him though.” 

“I’ve watched him already.” Alvis smiled, a 
friendly naive smile. “All the time he was with his 
class. I like him.” 

"Well, it s your funeral,” Peggy sounded vaguely 
disappointed. “I’ll go in with you. I’ve got to nui 
along soon. See you Saturday,” 

“Of course,” Alvis said in a mystified voice. She 
let the other girl lead the way into the studio. 

During the second rest period, Joel Slade took 
her aside. “Peggy BeaUe said you were doing some 
private posing for old Clink,” he said tentatively. 

Alvis felt tired all over, a little fogged and dizzy 
from two ordeals of posing. But she smiled as well 
as she could. “Isn’t it splendid of him? It will maW 
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thing on Glink, you can bet your bootsi Do you like 
the work?” she changed the subject abruptly. 

Thoughtfvilly Alvis hung her hat on one hook, her 
coat on another. “Yes,” she replied quiedy. "It’s ^ 
right I get tired, though. When does he pay your 
‘‘Saturday nights. He’s prompt, I’ll say d^t for 
him. You still wear undies?” Her eyes glittered 


strangely. 

“Of course.’ 


Alvis was surprised. “What a fuimy 


idea!” 

“Men don’t like them,” Peggy continued in a 
superior fashion. “Here, TU help you.” Assiduously 
she busied herself undoing Alvis s street dress at 
the neck. 

“All right,” Alvis said resignedly. She coiild sense 
Peggy’s breath coming quicker, her fingers trem¬ 
bling, fumbling at the hooks. There certainly were 
funny people around an art school, she thought The 
dress was off, then the slip. 

“Gee, you’re beautiful," Peggy whispered. - 

Alvis’s eyes grew larger. What a funny thing for 
one girl to say to another. 

The brassiere and the pandes were off at last. 
P 0 ggy was fluttering with excitement. You re the 
divinest thing I ever saw!” 

“You’re a funny girl,” said Alvis, drawing away 
from Peggy’s clutching fingers with a puzzled ex¬ 
pression. 

“I’m just a sucker for beauty,” breathed Peggy. 
“Oh, there’s Gliok.” She darted into the outer room 
and brou^t the instructor in. “Isn’t she the most 
beautiful thing you ever saw, Glink?” 

“She’s all right,” he replied a little surprised at the 
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body to take care of you, you had to do it yourself 
in the best possible way. And that was what Alvis 
was doing by posing for the Life class. 

When she arrived at the school, Peggy Bealle, 
the former model, sat at the desk, talking to the 
elegant creature who presided there, Edna Buzzell, 
the girl who was always putting vermilion on her 
fingernails. 

"Hello, Idd,” Peggy called out gaily, 

“Thought she’d hang around, if you didn’t turn 
up,” said the girl at the desk, with an acid smirk. 

“I did notl I’m doing private modeling now. But 
I thought I might be able to help you.” Peggy fol¬ 
lowed Alvis toward the dressing room. 

“Better watch out,” Edna called after them, “she’s 
that way.” 

Isn t she awful? giggled Peggy self-consciously. 
"She really doesn’t mean what she says. It’s just 
her way of covering up, trying to be so hard-boiled. 
The things that girl will do!” Peggy’s eyes were 
awed. 

What kind of things?” Alvis was genuinely inter¬ 
ested. She had read in books about girls who did 
things, though the books never quite said what they 
did. A person ought to find out about people like 
that, she decided. 

“You’re too yoimg to know yet.” Peggy laughed a 
little violently. “But believe me, she’s as hard as they 
come about men. She doesn’t let any man put any¬ 
thing over on herl She makes them pay, good and 
plenty. She used to model here, you know, when 
Glink first started the schooL Last year or the year 
before. No, last year-that was the first year. Now 
look where she isl Take it from me, she’s got some- 
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came in. Maybe models did. After all he was pay¬ 
ing her to be a model, paying her all she was earn¬ 
ing. She felt his hand snake down her back and 
come to rest far below her waist. He pressed her 
tight against him. She let his other hand pull 
her head back while his opened lips mouthed over 
her closed ones. 

“You must learn how to kiss,” he said, eygs more 
inflamed than ever. “I must teach you.” 

“Oh.” 

“We’ll get along together,” he said dominantly. 

“That will be awfully nice,” her voice was faint. 

"You bet it will. See you at seven-thirty Thurs¬ 
day, then.” 


J 

When Alvis set out for the Ecole des Artes on 
Thiu-sday evening, she had already decided she 
liked the work very much. It was a funny way to 
earn her livelihood, but there was nothing wrong in 
it. If she could get paid to strip and stand naked be¬ 
fore a class of men and women, well, it was all for 
a gbod cause. The cause of art. Besides, except for 
the awful fatigue, modeling was an easy way to earn 
a living. They were quite respectful to her, she told 
herself, even Glink. That made it a lot easier. She 
was sure that if her mother had been alive, she 
would have said it wasn’t what a nice girl should 
do, but then, Alvis wouldn’t have had to go to work 
either. Mothers and fatliers always took care of you, 
especially if you were a girL When there was no- 
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She made up her face again and took down her 
coat and hat from the rack. She turned around. 
Glink stood in the doorway eyeing her. His eyes 
were wide. They seemed a httle red around the 
rims. His lips were moist. 

^ AIl dressed so soon?* he seemed disappointed. 

“Y-yes.” She paused, imcertainly. 

“I thought you might hang around a bit. Maybe ' 
next time?” He studied her. 

"Was I all right, Mr. Glinkenpeel?” 

"Swell. You’ve got a perfect figure, ray dear.” 

Tve got a torso.” She giggled it, almost hysteri¬ 
cally. No head, no hands, only one leg—that was 
all most of them had seen. 

111 say you havel Say, Thursday night, you wait 
around-I’d like to talk to you.” 

You said something about doing some private 
posing, so I could make a little more money,” she 
reminded him timidly. 

He nodded, eyes large with pleasure. "That’s what 
we’ll do. Well go over to my private studio Thursday, 
and see what we can do. That’s fine. We can do a lot 
more there, where there isn’t a crowd.” He seemed 
strangely elated at the prospect. 

"That will be fine,” she smiled agreeably. “Ill see 
you Thursday, then.” 

He shook hands with her, this time rubbing her 
arm up and down. She was sorry when he stopped. 

He made her feel as though she were going to purr 
any minute. 

"Good night," he said suddenly. He pulled her 
over to him for a kiss. No man had ever done it be¬ 
fore. For one appalled second, she started to push 
him away. But Peggy had let him kiss her when he 
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honey.” He patted Peggy on the back with paternal 
affection. 

“You wouldn’t want me to walk over there au 
nature!^’ Peggy asked roguishly. 

“I wouldn’t mind. If you can stand the chill.” 

“I’m comfortable here,” she said, settling herself 
back on the studio bed. 

He leaned over and whispered something very 
definite in her ear. Her eyes widened with compre¬ 
hension. “Oh, if that’s all that’s on your mind. Guess 
I’d better be going, Glink; Egg wants me for a par¬ 
ticular sketch.” 

“Mjiybe you’ll get a chance, to make something of 
me,” said Alvis tentatively. 

“Oh, yes. I’ll make something of you,” Slade said 
cryptically. The queer tense look had not left his 
eyes when they said goodnight and left for his 
studio. 

“Well, Alvis,” said Glink, his eyes narrowing, 
“Will you spend the night here again?” 

“I—guess so.” She had a moment of discomfort. 
“Mrs. Kenyon didn’t say a word the other time. I—I 
just said I’d stayed with one of the girls.” She blushed 
a httle. “I thought I might shock her if I said I had 
stayed in an artist’s studio without a chaperone.” 
She looked at Glink apologetically. “She doesn’t 
understand how different the world of art is from 
her land of life.” 

“And do you understand, my dear?” He looked 
at her sharply. 

“Well—I suppose I ought to be shocked at your 
suggesting I stay here, but I really don’t see why. 
It’s certainly more fun than going all the way over 
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to that horrid, stufiy old Brooklyn and having no¬ 
body in the world to talk to but the old doctor—he’s 
almost eighty years old. And I get so lonely. I never 
had much of a good time, Clink, when I was a kid.” 
She sat in her lovely nudity facing him on the studio 
bed, legs tucked under her, Buddha., fashion—her 
favorite pose. He studied her face in all its sweet 
girlish innocence. Lovely as a dream and as clean 
and wholesome as she could be. Never in his life 
had he met a girl as deliciously unsophisticated as 
Alvis. 

He listened attentively as she continued. “And 
that’s why it means so much to me, Clinic, that 
you’re so nice to me. It’s what I’ve always wanted. 
This week has been like heaven compared to my 
life before I met you!” 

“It’s been good for me, too,” he said soberly. 
“You’re the sweetest thing I ever met. I can hardly 
keep my hands off you,” he continued in hot husky 
insistence. 

It was a crime to take her this way, he felt, when 
she didn’t even know what she was giving up. Her 
whole education on love and its entanglements 
seemed to be a blank. Most people’s ideas on love, 
he thought, were all distorted, but he had never 
met anyone quite as naive as Alvis, He moved 
abruptly forward on the studio bed until his face 
was just beside and almost over hers. His lips de¬ 
scended to meet hers, while he held her as close to 
him as he could. He throttled his feeling of guilt 
deliberately in his great need of her. The lovely body 
encircled in his aims. Her face held up so trustingly. 
He could not give this up. He wrenched himself 
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away forcibly and got up and mixed a drink for 
each of them. 

Her whole body was on fire from that close em¬ 
brace. She could not understand the peculiar agita¬ 
tion she felt. She only knew it felt good to be so 
close to this man. To feel the slow warmth encom¬ 
pass her when he had his arms about her. She could 
hardly bear the brief separation as he stood at the 
improvised bar. 

Handing her the drink, he said, eyes seeming to 
drown in hers, “You’re spending the night here.” 

“If—if you would like me to.” Her bps were 
trembling. 

“I mean—you’re sleeping with me, this time.” 

“Oh.” She looked up at him. “Do you mean—like 
married people?” 

“That's right. Will you stay?” 

“Well—” she blushed furiously, “I’d like to, but—” 

“No* buts, please—you will,” he said exuberantly. 

She didn’t know, when they went to bed together, 
just what was happening. She found out. Step by 
step, inevitably, naturally. At the end, she lay a long 
time staring at the ceiling. So this was what married 
people did. She was sorry it had taken her so long 
to find out about this wonderful, secret, mysterious 
fact of life. 


Clink awoke. He felt the warm, sweet girl’s body 
pressed against him. And before his senses cleared 
and his memory returned, he had an agreeable 
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sensation which had come to him several times be¬ 
fore: he began to wonder, with dreamy satisfaction, 
just exactly who was in bed with him. It was not 
Florence, the hot-eyed little art student, who had 
offered herself so acceptably a year ago. It wasn’t 
Lilian or Muriel, the lazy languid wife of Teddy 
Ewing, who always welcomed him in her bedroom 
after her husband had gone off to his real estate 
office. Or Edna Buzzell, the shrewd, calbus, good- 
looking wench in the office, or—Who could it be? 
Well, hell, it was the new girl, the marvelous in¬ 
nocent Httle Manning Idd, the new modell 

He smiled as the events of the night before flooded 
over him. She had accepted him with such trust, 
such implicit confidence in the rightness of the deed. 
And now she was a little less innocent, a little 
more wonderful this morning than last night I 

He turned over and took a good look at her. She 
was exquisite asleep in all her radiant contentment, 
curled up in her almost virginal sweetness with all 
of her charms visible. 

He leaned over and gently kissed her sleeping 
eyelids and the soft dewy little Cupid’s bow of a 
mouth. He gave her another Idss in die little hollow 
just under her shoulder. 

She stirred restlessly in her sleep, moaned a little 
and suddenly came awake. Her eyes smiled at him 
as she gave a gasp of remembered delight. “Good 
morning, darling!" 

“And how does my little sweetheart feel this morn¬ 
ing?” He held her closely to him. 

Couldn’t be better,” she smiled softly, timidly. 

"My little girl, from now onl” 
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“Of course!" Her slim arms stole around his neck, 
while she nuzzled his chin with tender Ups. 

“Like your new daddy?” 

“More than anything in the world. All my life 
Tve wondered just what it was like to love someone 
and be loved in return." 

“Now you know." He was exultant “Do you like 
it?" 

“I adore it” Her cheeks flushed more furiously as 
she burrowed into his neck. “But when are we going 
to get married?” 

“When are we—?” He came down to earth sud¬ 
denly, sat up and abruptly shook himself free of her. 
“What the devil! What are you taUdng about?” 

“But—but you said last night—” 

“So that was your game all the time!” His voice 
was accusing, suspicious. 

“That was my—my game?” Alvis asked with a 
little sound of dismay. “I don’t know what you 
mean!” She was beginning to tremble a little as her 
eyes met his frosty, glaring stare. 

“As if you didn’t know it all the time! Married, 
indeed. I thought you were too good to be true. 
Playing the innocent game on me like that, and 
I—I, Glinkenpeek who prides himself on knowing 
women—to be taken in by a cheap little twirp!” She 
shrank away from him as he began to roar in ironic 
self-condemnation, 

“But—but,' darling, please tell me what’s making 
you so angry—” Alvis stammered in panic and 
uncomprehension. 

“You tlUnk you’re pretty damned smart, don’t 
you! Listen, when I want to marry a ^1, I’ll pick 
some girl that at least isn’t an easy mark for the 
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first man that comes along. You must be crazy to 
think you could rope me in for a game as kinder¬ 
garten as thatl” 

“What do you mean, game, kindergarten? Tm not 
playing any game—I thought you loved me?” 

He was not mollified. “Didn’t you Just ask me 
when we were to get married? Answer me thatl” 

“Of course.” She gulped back a sob. “I don’t know 
what you’re yelling at me for. I think you’re hor¬ 
rid.” She was crying now. “If you didn’t want me 
to be your wife, why did you say you loved me?” 

“Because I damned well wanted you! Don’t you 
think you can fool me into thinking you think only 
married people act that way. It's the chief indoor 
sport in America, and not only America, but every¬ 
where in the worldl Pulling the baby stuff like 
that, on mel You must think I’m a danmed sap to 
fall for a stall as old as thatl” 

She was crying miserably now, her head turned 
away from him, while she tried in vain to understand 
what had happened to her. 

Strangely enough, the more angry he became, the 
more he wanted her. “The idea! ‘MarriedI’ ” 

She turned her tear-streaked face to his. “You 
said you wanted me to be your little girl, from now 
on. Didn’t you?” 

“Only as long as I want you,” he grated savagely, 
“and not one minute longer.” He stared at the 
frightened girl with a curious mixture of distaste 
and desire. “Do you think a man wants to limit 
himself to one girl forever?” 

“Oh.” Her heart felt like lead. “So that was it.” 

“I’ll say it was! And if that’s not good enough for 
you, the moment you want to quit your job. . . 
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She had the first week’s money in her handbag; 
but it wasn’t much. She could not quit her job. Do 
you mean that I have to do this, to hold my job?” 

He hadn’t meant to put it to her quite so bddly, 
but he was so furious with what he feared was his 
own stupidity In almost falling into such an adoles¬ 
cent scheme, he decided to stick to his line. Sure. 
You can like it, or lump it. Make up your mind.” 

Her face was gray with hurt. It was too late for 
tears or recriminations. Her mouth was full of dust. 
She couldn’t give up the work now. It was her only 
me^ of sustenance. She knew the ultimate in de¬ 
spair, as she turned to him and said in a muffled 
heartsick voice. “All right.” 

He'd show her to try to pull such crude, amateur 
stuff on him. Marriage—my Godl And he had al¬ 
most fallen for her, at that. He’d fix her so it 
wouldn’t be so easy to pull that scheme on the next 
man! Egg knew, Peggy knew, she had spent the 
night with him twice; he had the pictures, he would 
show them around to a lot of men and they would 
talk—and she would get something, but it wouldn’t 
be marriage, from them. 

Violently, he drew her unresisting body up to 
his. He kissed her and tasted the warm salty tears 
trickling down her cheeks. The exciting little tease 
—he would show her! 

For Alvis, the worst part of it was the fact that 
she had no one to turn to, no intimate friend who 
could advise her and explain why things had gone 
so wrong. It made her sick just to think of it. It had 
all been beautiful until Clink had turned on her so 
savagely. His behavior confused her. He had acted 
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as though he didn't care for her in the least. He had 
actually hurt her. And her relationship with him 
had become something she had to endure for the 
sake of the job rather than something she willingly 
participated in. The situation had become insup¬ 
portable. She certainly couldn't talk to Mrs, Kenyon 
about it~no more than she would have dared to 
broach the subject with her mother or her Aunt 
Clara, if either had been alive. No, there was no 
one in the world she could talk to. ' 

In desperation she turned to Peggy, but she didn’t 
have much success. 

‘"Tell me, Peggy, if a girl and a man sleep together, 
don’t they get married afterwards?” she asked, ten¬ 
tatively, 

*'Sure. If the girl knows her stuff and can get him 
properly hooked. Safer to get them hooked in ad¬ 
vance, though, I hope you’re not talking about 
C^Imk, honey. That old buzzard—there isn’t a girl in 
the world could get him to marry her. He’s a wise 
guy and completely marriage-shy,’’ 

Oh ” She digested this. “You never have married, 
have you?” 

“I never let a man get that close to me,” Peggy 
responded with spirit. ”My sister died from an 
operation. It wouldn’t have happened even if she 
were married. Not for me.” A twinge of pain crossed 
her face, 

I m sorry, P^ggy*” Alvis’s face was puckered with 
uncertainty. “But I want to get married,” 

“Not me. If you do, that’s your funeral. Only you 
better quit letting those guys get fresh with you. 

I had to slap Egg the other night to make him keep 
his distance. Of course, I know my stuff. I know 
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what I can do, and what I cant. If you give him a 
chance, every man will try to get you in bed with 
him. That’s why half of them hang around these art 
schools—to have a good time with the models and 
the other girls. If you want to get married. .. Her 
voice trailed off. 

“You mean, I shouldn’t have slept with Glink?” 
Alvis asked straight from the shoulder. 

Suddenly Peggy recalled how indispensable the 
man was to her own livelihood, “He’s a swell guy,” 
she added without spirit. “It’s your life, not mine. 
If you want to, sure, go ahead and do it. It’s no 
novelty to him, you can be sure of that.” 

“Oh.” Alvis did not pursue the subject any fur¬ 
ther. Peggy’s last statement had been final, had 
dispensed with the subject. 

On Tuesday Alvis arrived at the school half an 
hour early, a few minutes after seven. Edna Buzzell 
was munching a fried oyster sandwich and sipping 
a glass of buttermilk. She was saving her dill pickle 
for the last. Her d^k was littered, as usual, with, 
her manicure implements. 

“Hello, you here so early?” Edna greeted, 

“Yes. I wanted to talk to you,” Alvis replied in a 
listless manner. “Having your supper?” 

“My lunch.” Edna grinned. “My guy is taking me 
out to dinner after Ae class is over. I’ll probably 
furnish the supper, ahout ten o clock, or whenever 
we get back from wherever we’re going. 

“Oh. Say, Edna, you were a model once, weren’t 
you?” Somehow Alvis felt Edna knew everything, 
if she could only get her to talk. The problem was 
how to get her started. 

“I still could be. But this is easier. More dough. 
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Besides there are the extras I pick up,” Edna said 
with a shrewd little wink* 

“Pick up?" Alvis said, puzzled, 

Edna BuzzeU giggled, a queer, high little laugh, 
nervous and artificial, with no mirth in the sound* 
“A girl gets chances, even in a dump like this. Stu¬ 
dents, professors and even artists that come in. 
They re all down here looking for a girl, of course* 
WelX every now and then they run into a hard one " 
Edna added with a toss of her blonde head. She 
reached an avid hand for the dill pickle she had 
saved for the last. 

‘ I see.” But she didn’t, at all. ^‘Models sometimes 
—uh—sometimes get very fond of one of the students 
or the teachers, I suppose. . . 

Edna looked at the fumbling girl with sudden un¬ 
derstanding. The poor kid wan^d to be shown the 
ropes. 

“Oh, yes,” Edna said. “Some get fond for nothing. 
They’re the saps. They get thrown out soon enough. 
Some, however, keep their heads, and don’t get 
‘fond.’” Her voice was heavily ironic. “Not until 
they get plenty for it. I found that out in time. Free 
love isn’t in my Une. They’ve got |o pay and pay 
plenty to get little Edna to come across,” 

“I see.” Alvis was trying to understand without 
revealing too much of her ignorance to this curious 
girl. “You think it s all right for a model to get fond 
of a student, then, or a teacher?” 

“Sure, it’s all right.” Edna gave her a long level, 
appraising glance. “If a girl keeps her head. I see 
what you’re driving at, and I’ve got just one thing 
to say.” She pushed away the empty plate and glass, 
crumpled the paper napkin inside the glass and 
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cleared the desk for action. “Don’t you go giving 
away something for no thin g. It never paid a girl yet, 
and it never will.” 

“But what should a girl do?" Alvis asked. 

-The receptionist was now luxuriously at work on 
the delicious chore of po lishin g her nails. Now 
listen to me. I don’t care whether you’ve stepped 
around a lot, or not—it doesn t make any difference 
down here. All they want is a change of scenery 
every now and then. Don’t ever be a sap and sell 
yourself cheap. Because you’ll be selling yourself 
down the river, as sure as my name is Edna Buzzell. 
Don’t be unreasonable, you understand. There are 
some nice kids, taldng art who can’t afford to do 
any more than take a girl to a decent place for 
dinner. All right All right. But a lot of them have 
simply scads of money. You’d be surprised. They’ve 
got to spend it on somebody. I figure, why not me? 
It makes a lot of difference who you’re stepping out 
with.” 

“Glink—he’s not very wealthy is he?" Alvis asked 
hopelessly. 

The girl stopped polishing her nails and cackled 
with laughter. “I thought it was him. You didn’t 
hide it very well, honey. He’s got plenty, don’t you 
fool yourself. This school is a swell racket. Hell 
take in anybody. Anybody. That has the dough, I 
mean. He gets what he wants, they get what they 
want. So what’s the harm? Glink s a great chaser, 
she- added callously. “I’ve played around with him. 
That’s why I’m here at the desk. See? That’s just 
what I mean. If they want something, make them 
pay for it, I say.” 

“But I reaUy like him,” said Alvis, color mantling 
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her cheeks. “That is, I did. A girl can't be too in¬ 
dependent and keep her job." 

“Baloney,” Edna said contemptuously. “If you 
keep your head, they can’t stop you. There's al¬ 
ways a job for the girl who keeps her head, A lot of 
competition, of course, but it’s cheap competition. 
And a man appreciates a girl more if she lets him 
know she expects to be paid for being a good sport. 
Yeah. He appreciates her more. That’s the real 
point.” 

“If he wanted me to do something to keep my 
job. . . Alvis could not bring out any more tbari 
this. 

Edna Buzzell shrugged. “It’s up to you. I told 
you what I think. But if it actually came down to 
losing a job, I would make sure I kept it.” 

“Do you think it’s all right for a girl to—?” Alvis 
was stuttering now in her eagerness. 

The girl raised wide surprised eyes. “My God, 
yesi Don’t you let them puU any of this church stuff 
on you—hell and damnation and all that. Listen, all 
the girls who ever amounted to a damn always 
stepped out when they pleased, and made the men 
pay good and plenty for it. You’ve read books. 
About Catherine of Russia, and women like that 
And the girl friends of the French kings, too. We've 
got to get ahead, and we will, if we keep om heads.” 
With a satisfied smirk, she held out her left hand, to 
observe the color on the nails. She waved them 
briskly back and forth in the air, as she repeated her 
chant. “Just so long as you keep your head, . . 

There was another thing troubling Alvis. Now 
was as good a time as any to asL Edna seemed to 
be in a talkative mood. 
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“Say, Miss Buzasell—” Alvis began. 

“Edna,” the girl corrected. “It’s a little late to get « 
so formal after we’ve been letting our hair down. 
Shootl What is it you want to know?” . 

Alvis’s face was a little paler now. “How do you 
feel when you have to take your clothes off?” 

“ ‘Feel?’ ” She raised cool eyes. “How do I feel?” 
Looking at Alvis’s distressed face and downcast eyes 
reassured her, “I just feel naked. How the hell 
should I feel?” 

“I mean,” Alvis fumbled to get her meaning clear, 
“does it make you embarrassed, or anything?” 

“I see,” she laughed reminiscently. “Hell, no.^Not 
when you get used to it. The first time I posed,” she 
warmed to the recollection, “was about four years 
ago. For a guy who still hangs around here, old Paul 
Laval. He was teaching then in Ferrer Center. Up¬ 
town. Not a bit swa^. I was fifteen then and 
I’d gone out with boys to parties and movies and 
things all my life, and no one had ever tried any¬ 
thing on me. I was in a park—Seward Chase Park— 
with a playgroimd. You never heard of the place. It 
was a Sunday morning and I was supposed to be at 
church or something. 

“Nobody ever checked up on me, she continued 
with a gamin grin. “Mom was in bed with a heU 
of a hangover, and Pop hadn’t even come home 
from the night before. He was a chaser too. There 
I was in the park. I was kind of large to be there, 

I guess. It was meant for smaller kids. It was early, 
and I was alone. I was just swinging, as high as I 
could, when I saw this man standing there watching 
me. I suppose I showed off. I stuck my legs out as 
far as possible to give him a good view. All the 
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girls did, where I came from. When I stopped, all 
sort of hot and dizzy, he came over and stood right 
in front of me. I still had my legs poked out, and I 
could see he was watching me there. I knew how 
men looked at a girl- we used to think it was smart to 
make them look at us that way, in high school and 
all.” 

She suddenly stopped herself and looked at Alvis 
suspiciously. “Isn’t all this tripe boring you?” 

“Not a bit,” Alvis replied truthfully. “I’d like to 
hear it all. Go on.” 

“There isn’t much. He said he was an artist and 
he would like to draw me. I told him to go run 
around the block. He said he’d buy me some ice 
cream, if I did. That was different. So I went with 
him to his room. I don’t know why. I just had the 
devil in me, I guess. He called his room a studio. 
He told me to take off my clothes. I said, not a 
chance. He showed me a lot of drawings he had 
made. He said he'd give me two orders of ice cream. 
I was crazy about ice cream. At home, I never 
seemed to get enough. So I took my clothes off." 

“How did you feel?” Alvis eagerly interrupted. 

“Well, I guess, hot and bothered, you might say. 
You know, sort of itchy. He posed me, all the time 
feeding me some god-awful mixture that looked like 
red ink. He bought me the ice cream afterwards. 
And I found out something. You can make a man 
pay your price, when you’ve got something he wants 
and wants bad enough.” 

“You say you felt hot and bothered,” said Alvis 
in slow, thoughtful tones. "When I take my clothes 
off, it makes me feel all soft and melting—excited— 
as though something wonderful were going to hap- 
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pen to me. It’s hard to say no to a man when you 
get that way, isn’t it?” 

"I don’t find it hard,” Edna said ruthlessly, "unless 
they don’t want to come across. You ve got to keep 
your head, I tell you. Just so long as you handle 
them before the trouble starts when they’re crazy 
to get you—” 

“But if you were married you could say yes to a 
man because you loved him, Alvis said miserably. 

“Sure. Sure. And what do married women get out 
of life? They get two-timed. They have to stay 
home and tend to the kids and cook and clean— 
and for what? They never get a chance for any fun- 
hell of a life that isl Me, I’m going to follow my 
idea. TU make the traffic pay. They’ve got the 
money, haven’t they? And you can use it, can’t you?" 

Alvis came back to her main problem. “Well, 
what do you do when men want to loss you—when 
they’ve got you in their studios, I mean?” 

“Tell them to go to hell. Unless they cough up,” 
she replied cheerfully. 

Edna was tired of the conversation. The right hand 
was just about right now. She started to put her 
manicuring outfit back in the drawer, “Take my 
word for it, Alvis, it doesn’t mean anytl^g, taking 
your clothes off. Once you get used to it. Use psy¬ 
chology.” She tapped her head. “Oh, here’s Peggy.” 

“Hello, girls,” Peggy greeted excitedly. “Come on, 
Alvis, let me help you undress.” 

Edna laughed as she delivered her farewell ad¬ 
monishment. “Don't forget. Keep your head. Make 
them pay. There are plenty of rich ones too. The 
things I could tell you about Fifth Avenue and 
Chelsea and Tudor City and points north—” 
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“She’s the most hard-boiled thing alive,” Peggy 
whispered as she got Alvis alone in the dressing 
room. “She’s a real gold digger.” 

“I always thought girls had affairs because they 
wanted to—because they loved the men,” said Alvis, 
acutely miserably now. 

“I never could love a man that much,” Peggy 
said flatly. She considered Alvis with veiled eyes. 
“Wouldn’t you like to bunk with me some night? It’s 
a protection, two girls rooming together—men don’t 
get fresh then.” 

“Why not?” said Alvis listlessly. But she couldn’t 
figure it out. Keep her head and keep her job. She 
must remember ^ose two things. 


6 

During the first rest period that night a grizzled, 
elderly man edged up to the chair where Alvis was 
sitting. “You look all in,” he said, gazing at her with 
searching beady bright eyes. “Haven’t been posing 
long, have youF 

“Not very," Alvis replied slowly. 

“Ghnk ought to start you in easier poses. Ever do 
any private posing?” 

“A Uttle.” 

His eyes shifted away from her. “I used to teach 
myself. I’m just brushing up on my drawing for a 
book I’ve got to illustrate. Candide. The Meredith 
Press is going to bring it out. I could use you for 
that. Not pretty drawing, you know. Not any of 
this Bosschere or Tangren stuff: reahsm. Surrealism. 
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Not for the details so much as the general effect of 
the poses. Are you free tomorrow night?” 

“Yes, I haven’t made many contacts yet-in the 
city.” 

“I’ve got a place over on Charles Street, this side 
of Sleeker. About eight then? I’m a wage slave in 
the day.” His eyes were faintly bitter. 

“Oh, yes,” She was enthusiastic. The more art¬ 
ists she could pose for privately, the freer she would 
feel. 

“I can only use you for an hour. That is, I can 
only pay you for an hour.” His gaze shifted again. 
She felt relieved when the bright piercing black 
eyes turned away. 

“I could have paid you more when I had my own 
class. The name’s Laval,” he said carelessly. “You 
may have heard of me?” 

“Paul Laval?” 

“Then you have heard of me.” 

“Oh yes. You used to teach at the Ferrer Center, 
didn’t you? I think Miss Buzzell mentioned you.” 

“I introduced her to Clink,” he said arrogantly and 
shoulders back a little. “I used to use her too. She 
was a good model but a lot more angular than you. 
Almost lanky. He used her before the class a little 
while. Did she mention my exhibits^’ 

“I don’t think so.” 

“I’ll show you the clippings,” he said proudly, “at 
the Morrow Galleries. A one-man show. It knocked 
the critics cold. There weren’t many sales though. 
Too proletarian in subject matter, I guess. I’ve got a 
few things around my place. I’ll show them to you. 
Eight o’clock, tomorrow. Here’s my address.” 

“I’ll see you there, Mr. Laval.” 
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All right, Alvis," Glink came over. “Same pose. 
We won’t make it quite so long this time. Don’t 
want to tire you out,” he said absently. 

His fingers brushed her shoulders, her torso, as he 
helped her up on the platform. In spite of herself, 
she reacted to his touch. It always gave her a 
glowing sensation. A feeling as though her legs 
would not hold her up. Shp tried to steel herself 
against Glink. It worked. Maybe Edna was right— 
if she could only keep her head. 

Alvis was resting in the second period when Joel 
Slade drifted over with a worried look. “Here’s what 
I’ve gotten so far,” He held out his drawing hope¬ 
fully, 

“But that’s swell, Joel I” 

“It’s got something,” he said, squinting at the in¬ 
complete sketch. But I want to get something more. 
Something you have and no one else has. If I were 
half an artist, I could capture that elusive quality.” 
He smiled ruefully. 

“You going to pose for Paul Laval?” He shot the 
question at her suddenly. 

“He asked me to. I suppose so.” 

“He’s no artist.” 

“It’s for a book, he said.” 

“He’s not even an illustrator. He just putters 
around.” 

“He used to teach, didn’t he?” . 

“Yes. At the Ferrer Center,” Joel said with distaste. 
“He draws posters for pagan rites. Things like that.” 

“So long as he pays me.” 

Joel looked a little pained, “I suppose you have 
to.” 

Alvis blushed. “I don’t see why I can’t draw too. 



STUDIO AFFAIR 


Everybody else seems to be able to. It must be easy 
to draw as well as some of these people do." 

“It is.” Joel was ironic. 

“I thought while I was posing for Laval, he might 
give me a few pointers.” 

Joel shook his head. "You don’t want to bother 
with bim. He can’t even draw. He used to do 
things for old Mother Earth. Rotten unimaginative 
stuff. He hasn’t even got line. I'm afraid he wouldn’t 
do you much good.” 

“Of course, I haven’t mentioned it to him yet," 
Alvis said defensively. 

“Forget it. I don’t like your posing for him,” Joel 
said nervously. “Though I suppose he’s no worse 
than a lot of the others." 

“I’ve got to make a living.” 

“Of course.” Joel edged away, more than a little 
miserable. If there were only some thing he could do 
for Alvis. She seemed so young, so defenseless. He 
reflected that modeling really was not very lucrative 
imless a girl were well known. And Alvis had just 
started her career. 

“Readyl” Glink roared, with an eye askance at 
the yoimg student who always seemed to be hover¬ 
ing around his new model. He clapped his hands in 
ciirt insistence. “We might as well finish up as well 
as we can now.” 

He led Alvis back to the platform in his customary 
manner. As he held the robe for her he whispered, 
“All right for some private posing tonight, baby?” 

“Why-I-” 

“See me afterwards,” he ordered curtly. 

He turned back to the class and barked, “How 
about getting your eyes to work this time? You’re 
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supposed to see your model sometimes. I haven’t 
seen two good drawings all night. Here’s a swell 
piece of garbage. In his irritation he picked up 
the nearest drawing from a rather timid girl. “It 
might be a sketch of the Venus de Milo. Yes, it’s 
pretty, but it isn’t this model. Look at those shoul¬ 
ders 1 They look like two sausages. Give them a few 
biraps, and they would look like dill pickles. 

“You know where most of you belong,” he said 
savagely. “Advertising. More money in it too. It’s 
not a bad field.” He was launched on one of his 
favorite subjects. “If Michelangelo were alive today, 
you can bet your bottom dollar he’d be drawing 
cans for coffee dealers. But he’d draw them, not 
make a few meaningless daubs on his paper.” He 
was in full stride now. “Raphael could get a job any 
time doing department store styles. Because he knew 
how to draw. This stuff,” he said with a snort of 
disgust, “it might as well-sometimes I think I’d 
make more of a success teaching in an institution 
for the blind. They’d feel the model before drawing 
herl Most of you don’t even bother to look! Well, 
get to work for cripes’ sakes and do something.” 

Glink continued to prowl around the room. He 
was throwing a tantrum tonight. The students shrank 
as he passed them, fearing his biting comments. 

He paused abruptly before Joel’s easel. “Not bad,” 
he said savagely. “Pretty good in fact. But not this 
model. Open your eyes, mani Study those shadows! 
The way you’ve drawn her, she’s got a goiter under 
one arm. 

“But, from here-” Joel flushed as he looked from 
the model to his drawing. 

Elaborately Glink placed his head on a line widi 
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yoxing Slade's. “There’s a shadow, yes. But it isn’t 
that mountain you’ve drawn. We might try models 
with goiters and see what you’d get then. But it’s 
fair,” he retracted grudgingly. “It looks a little like 
her. But it’s too pretty. While, this—” He lifted the 
next drawing, brought it to his nose, made as if to 
sniff it, tried it upside down. “Why, it's the map 
of Long Island as I live and breathe. I see it now. 
The Long Island Railroad could use it, just as it is. 
Stand on your head, Miss Manning, and you’re Long 
Island. I wouldn’t have dreamed it.” He snorted 
with derision and passed on. 

“Now, this . . Buzz, buzz, buzz. Alvis ceased 
to listen to him. She had heard him before when 
he was in a temper. They were pretty awful, most 
of the drawings, she knew that. But she flushed 
with sympathy for some of the students. 

Finally the class was over. Alvis dressed and started 
to leave when Glink appeared in the doorway. 

“All ready?” he beamed. 

She had actually forgotten what he had said to 
her about the private posing! “Just about.” Her man¬ 
ner was cool. “I’ll be ready in a jiffy.” 

As she walked past the desk where Edna Buzzell 
sat surrounded by the tag ends of the class, the 
girl gave Alvis a slow wink of encouragement, of 
warning. “Don’t forget what I told you,” the wink 
seemed to say. “Watch your step. Keep your head. 
Make them pay.” 

Alvis nodded slowly, It seemed everybody knew 
where she was going and what she was going to do 
when she got there. They seemed to be smiling 
knowingly. “Good night. Miss Manning—^"several of 
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the students called after her. Their tone seemed 
derisive. She was in a fever of self-consciousness. 

"Good night.” Her voice trembled a bit. She re¬ 
minded herself that it was a case of keeping her 
job. That thought was begining to dominate her 
waking hours. What would happen to her if she 
lost the job because of her ignorance in dealing 
with a situation as it confronted her? 

The last student was standing by the door as she 
hurried by. He raised unhappy and brooding eyes 
to stare into hers. It was Joel Slade. “Good night," 
he said. 

“Good night.” If only he were the teacher, she 
thought. Her face grew grim, the unaccustomed ex¬ 
pression distorting her fresh, wholesome face. No; 
it must never be because you liked them—that would 
be fatal. Edna had said Aat, and Edna must know. 
She must harden her soul against her own weak¬ 
nesses. She must conquer that small clutch at her 
heart whenever she looked at Joel. She must make 
them pay, 

“I thought I’d start a painting tonight,” Glink said, 
as soon as they reached the Morton Street address. 
“You get ready, baby, while I mix some drinks.” 
He looked at her unresponsive face, “Come here and 
give your daddy a big loss,” expansively. 

She stood before him stolidly. She felt nothing at 
all of the warmth and tingle she had felt before. 
And she was rather proud that she did not. She 
must be learning. She lifted her lips and, remember¬ 
ing suddenly, opened them. 

He kissed her voraciously. “Not so hot tonight.” 
He griimed, eyeing her searchingly. 
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She made an attempt to smile. 

“You aren’t sore, are you? If diere’s anything I 
hate, it’s a sore loser,” 

She flushed slowly. “Well, I did think you were 
going to many me.” 

“Now I’ll tell one,” Clink said, half-jeering. “I sup¬ 
pose you did, at that. But don t blame me, if 
you’re dumb. I’ve treated you decently, haven’t I?” 

Something deep within him rejoiced at the altered 
role in which he could now make her obey him, 
even against her will. He was more used to this sort 
of thing and it satisfied the sadistic streak he pos¬ 
sessed. Never before had he found a girl as eagerly 
compliant as Alvis. Most of the girls he had known 
had broken down and cried and protested and 
even fought back, when he had tried to force 
them. It excited him to see them cry. There was a 
thrill in making a girl do something she didn’t 
want to, Alvis was better; she 'behaved. Only he 
mustn’t let her suspect his feelings. 

“You’ve treated me decently, all right, Alvis re¬ 
plied listlessly. “I think you’re swell.” 

“You better.” Clink’s voice carried an ugly com¬ 
placency. "You peel now, while I bartend a bit.” 

When he finished preparing the drinks, he came 
over beaming and handed her a rye highball. Bot¬ 
toms up,” he said with a wink. 

Docilely she answered with the toast he had 
taught her. “Looking at you.” 

‘Tou said you wanted to pick up some money on 
the side,” he suggested tentatively, playing vrith 
certain ideas and watching her sensitive, expressive 
face. He thoroughly enjoyed the cat and mouse 
game he was playing. 
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“I need it.” Her tone was quiet. 

“I get a lot of calls for models. Private work, of 
course. Want me to rake up a few dates for you?” 

She considered his offer, her face as impassive as 
a bronze mask. “Dates like I have with your 

He shrugged. "That’s up to you. Not many artists 
would take you a second time, though, if you weren’t 
reasonable. A man likes to get something for his 
money.” 

“For two dollars an hour?” she asked bleakly. 

He winked. “Double pay for night work, eh? We 
could arrange something like that, I guess. I’m 
damned sure we could.” 

"I need clothes," she said desperately, “like the 
other girls wear. If I could dress like Edna, I would 
be able to get more daytime work, Tm sure.” 

“Say, when you get as hard-boiled as Edna, baby, 
with your looks, you’ll wear ermines. I mean it. 
She’s an awful little brat. A square shooter in 
many ways, but does she make a man pay c.o.d.I” 
He looked searchingly at Alvis. “Has she been put¬ 
ting ideas in your head?” 

“N—not exactly.” 

“You’re not her kind of girl,” he said. “She’s 
cheap, she’s sharp, she’s sly as a cat. She’s never 
liked anybody but Number One, since she was 
bom. You’re decent.” 

“I think she’s nice,” Alvis defended her loyally. 
“She certainly knows a lot.” 

“So did Noah Webster, but he didn’t wear er¬ 
mines,” Clink remarked with a smirk. "The moment 
you try gold-digging with me, you and I will just 
have to call it quits. , 

“Are you ready now to get undressed?” Abruptly 
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he changed the sub|ect. His eyes were getting 
faintly lined with red on the wMtes, Alvis noted. 

“Whenever you’re ready.” 

She could not smnmon up any enthusiasm; but 
it was a job she had to do, even if it had no longer 
an y pleasure in it for her. She sprang lightly to her 
feet, to disguise the awful apathy she felt. She 
made a great show of beginning briskly and slipped 
out of her dress with swift accuracy. Then her 
movements slowed. Funny, how difFerent it was 
from the last time. 

“Brother, but you’re a wow!” He leered at her 
suggestively. “Youll spend the night of course?” 

“I got a key from Mrs. Kenyon.” She did not 
really believe he would let her go. “I could go back 
to Brooklyn— 

“Tired of me already, eh? Not a chance. Listen 
to me, baby. When I say pose, I mean pose.” 

“AH right. I’ll stay if you want me to,” she 
answered apathetically. 

“You stay, and I’ll tell you afterwards whether I 
really wanted you. Hell, but you re a beauty. Here, 
I’ll rack together a couple of more drinks.” 

Alvis tightened her soft Ups. What else could 
she do? She had to have the money. She had to pay 
Mrs. Kenyon for her room and board. She had to 
pay her carfare. She had to buy some clothes. She 
had to earn the money. Without it, she was helpless. 
She spent all the time she could folding her sUp 
and undies and laying them over the back of a 
chair. She went over to where he had put her 
drink. He had moved his easel. He had set up a 
canvas on it and was squirting paint out of small 
tubes on a grime-daubed palette. He was studying 
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his results as if he had forgotten her existence. She 
leaned over his shoulder and watched him smear¬ 
ing two or three colors together until he got the 
result he wanted. 

“I’d like to learn sometime,” she suggested timidly. 

“Why not? I'm the one to teach you if you’ve got 
any thin g at all. Now you take a pose over there on 
that bed. Stash a flock of pillows behind you. 
Here—” He tossed several over to her. 

When she lay down on the bed, he came over 
and arranged her body with care. He had to touch 
her. She waited for the familiar sensation, but there 
was nothing. He could not even faintly arouse her. 

"We’ll only make a start tonight,” he said as if to 
excuse the delay. “Just rough something iil. It won't 
take too long.” 

“Take as long as you want," Alvis answered with¬ 
out emotion. 

He looked up quickly and twisted his thick lips 
cynically, “We’ll have time enough afterwards,” he 
said significantly. She flushed a Uttle at the searing 
intensity of his gaze. Slowly, she began to feel her 
body wanning under it. The little prickles ruiming 
up and down. She tried to control the feeling. He 
was cruel, he was not worth an ounce of her feel¬ 
ing. But it was too late. She felt feverish before 
he had been at work fifteen minutes. 

In his absorption, he seemed to have forgotten 
her, except for swift, squinting glances. Several 
times he walked over to her and looked down in 
such a way she knew^he was not seeing her. He 
was looking through her, or seeing something about 
her only in his imagination. She liked it better when 
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he was engrossed in his work. She could better 
control her own agitation. 

Three-quarters of an hour passed before he told 
her she could drop the pose. “Take a peek at it,” he 
encouraged. 

It looked rather wonderful to her, as she stood 
behind him studying the picture. And in such a 
short time, too! So that was how real pa in t in gs were 
done. 

“Like itr 

“It’s marvelous,” She tried to be objective. 

“Now we can play.” He was seeing her again, 
his grin devilish, his eyes narrow and reddish. 

“Yes,” she said passively. After all, she had her 
job to think about. 

Alvis arrived at the address on Charles Street at 
eight, the next evening. It was a cruder, rougher, 
dirtier neighborhood than any she had yet seen in the 
Village. The bell did not work. A slatternly group 
sat on the steps in front, two men in suspenders, 
obviously worlmen, and a pert hard-eyed old-young 
girl. 

"Who d’you want to see?” 

“Mr. Laval.” 

The girl laughed. “Top floor rear. Go right on 
up.” She made some remark to her companions in 
which Alvis caught the word “old goat.” 

When she climbed the stairs, she noticed a gaudy 
dance poster pasted on the door. She knocked. 

“Come in.” The voice was high and excitable. 

“Oh, it's you. Alvis Manning, meet Sonya Gershev- 
ski, Anton Dean, Ben Zyman." 

There seemed to be a mob of people in the 
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small room. Other names came at her. Too many, 
too fast; they began to blur. 

“She*s a model,” some one said, dismissing her. 

“I tell you the Russian experiment is man’s only 
way out,” another insisted fiercely to the assembled 
group. “Only proletarian art is art, and nothing but 
a dictatorship of the proletariat can allow real pro¬ 
letarian "art to flourish. Can you deny that?” the 
voice demanded aggressively. 

“But is Russia re^y proletarian?” said a sallow 
down-at-heels man. 

The girl called Sonya proclaimed darkly. “Capital¬ 
ism is tottering. Everywhere!” 

“I hope it totters before next month’s rent is due” 
grinned another man. “Td like that.” He scowled. 
“But Russia is too bourgeois for me.i'Rccognition! 
When they get recognition frpm' a ^u^eois gov¬ 
ernment, how can they be anything 

“But there is no bourgeois' o^iptihued Paul 
Laval sternly. “Rubens. Fat wfu^whore¬ 
houses. Look what happened to Diego Rivera in 
Radio City!” He scowled ^truculently at all of them. 

They n^ded their agreement “That’s right. What 
place has proletarian art today?” 

"We’ll make a place for it,” stated Anton Dean. 

“I’ll say we will.” Paul was relishing the idea. 
“But not so long as we are convention-ridden. Here, 
in America, the church, the institution of marri¬ 
age . . 

Buzz, buzz, buzz , . . 

Alvis gazed with fascination at the ejdraordinary 
paintings and drawings that lined the walls and even 
occupied part of the floor space in piles of artistic 
debris. 
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At last, Paul got to his feet. “Well, I’ve got a 
model." He nodded his gray head up and down 
positively. “See you all tomorrow ni^t—after mid¬ 
night. I am at Clink’s till then." 

“Come aroimd to my place any time after mid¬ 
night tonight, darling.” Sonya was smiling ingratiat¬ 
ingly at him. “I have a few friends coming in, 
maybe -—” 

“I will be busy,” He smirked and shot a swift side 
glance at Alvis. “Tomorrow night. . . perhaps.” 

He herded them out the door and sighed with re¬ 
lief as the last one disappeared. 

“They are not rrreal rrrevolutionaries.” He rolled 
it out witheringly. “They have bourgeois souls. In 
the old days. , . He sighed prodigiously. “You 
should have been at the Center, when I had my 
classes there. There was real revolution for youl Ben 
Reitman, Leonard Abbott, Alexander Berkman, Hip- 
polyte Havel. Those were the real leaders. These 
people are nothing.” He grinned. “Will you take 
something to drink?” 

“I’d love it,” Alvis responded with interest. “Your 
pictures are certainly amazing.” 

“You like them?” Laval glowed with delight. “Do 
they say anything special to you, my dear?” 

“Special? Well I don’t know—” She wondered 
what she ought to say, but he was back on his fav¬ 
orite subject. 

“At the Center, art was free, life was free, love 
was free." His tone dwelt longingly on this last. 

Suddenly, he looked at her as though he were 
seeing her for the first time. “Go ahead, take ofi 
your clothes, please. Have you posed long?” 
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There was no point in lying about it “Last Tues¬ 
day, a week ago, was the first time.” 

“I did not think you were an old hand,” he said 
abruptly. “Which of my paintings do you like best?” 

Well, she was in for it now. She did not under¬ 
stand any, except several heads of old women too 
ugly to possibly be chosen. “I don’t imderstand some 
of them, to be absolutely truthful, Mr. Laval. For 
instance, that picture there . , , vrith the funny 
cross.” 

“Ah, Mexico,” he exclaimed violently. “That is it’s 
name. There is the soul of a land in that picture. 
Look, I have divided it into four parts,” he con¬ 
tinued, "by a Christian cross, reversed, on end. That 
is a symbol, of course, of the overturn of clericalism 
by the atheistic revolution there. Here, in this cor¬ 
ner, we have the peon, the slave of the ages. See, I 
have an Egyptian slave building the pyramid beside 
him, to show his eternal slavery.” 

“But that didn’t happen in Mexico,” said Alvis in 
an awed voice, 

“But the thing behind it—the slavery—that is every¬ 
where. You see? And here, Popocatapetl—the prole¬ 
tarian soul of the people. It is not yet in eruption, 
but soon—soon—” He closed his eyes in anticipatory 
exultation. “And here we have the machine age. 
Even the airplane—wings for the soul of the worker. 
Last, we have a Mexican woman, the senorita, be¬ 
tween a native Indian and a capitalist, but taller 
than either. Don’t you see how marvelous the ana¬ 
logy is?” ' 

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Alvis answered 
honestly. “Did you have models for all of that?” 

“Sketches, yes; models, no. I do not always use 
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models. Especially in my murals and larger can¬ 
vases, I could have’ used you, though, for the senor- 
ita in that. Come on, let us start with the nude. I’ll 
help you.” His eyes blinked rapidly, as he turned, 
suddenly to her. 

“Oh, no, it’s not necessary—” 

“Yes. I would like to.” He stared at her ardently. 
His were already sUding intimately here and 

there about her body, touching her furtively be¬ 
neath the shoulders, caressing the firm full flesh. 

“I tell you what, darling." His voice was more 
shrill. “I’ll be your maid.” 

“Why, I’d really rather. . . .” 

But there was no stopping him. He seemed to be 
everywhere at once. His hands, as sensitive and 
soothing as a woman’s, had her dress undone before 
she knew it. With little whistles of pleasure, he 
slipped the garment ofiE. 

“You have the loveliest body I’ve ever seen. I 
knew it the first moment you posed for us at the 
class. I was mad to do you then. It came to me all 
at once—the picture I could do of you. For the fron¬ 
tispiece of Candide. It would make all the best of 
the Julio Romano drawings for Aretino seem ab¬ 
solutely amateurish. I couldn’t do much with dia^ 
simple pose for the class. Now I will show youl” 
He had the slip off too, now. Ecstatically he 
talked on and on about what he was planning for 
the cover, while she stood dressed in only the 
provocative little panties. 

"Wait. Wait,” he said. "Maybe I can get what 
I want, this way. Let me see, . , 

But he did not stand off and squint at her the way 
Clink did. He walked all around her. 
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“Take that pose with your arms behind your head 
—the way you did at class. Let me see ...” He 
slowly stroked her arm from the elbow to the arm- 
pit. “Your line here is simply exquisite. Then down 
to the bust. . . .” His clammy hand was twitching 
as it groped over the warm young flesh. In spite of 
herself, her body began to glow. 

“I’m going to try it with only one breast showing. 
French,” he said, eyes gloating. “After all, wasn’t 
Voltaire the most French Frenchman that ever 
lived, and Candide— Have you ever read it?” 

“I never heard of it, until you mentioned it," Alvis 
replied honestly. 

“Good heavens, that anyone should be ignorant of ' 
so glorious a work; I am going to open your eyes, 
darling,” he cried, almost hysterically, as his fingers 
molded the lovely flesh. “You know, the girl in 
Candide was one of the greatest heroines in litera¬ 
ture because she belonged to every man. Any man 
who wanted her simply went ahead and took her, 
and she thrived under it. You must pose under¬ 
standing that. You must be lying down, for that 
frontispiece. Here, just lie on this couch here and 
let me see.” 

Alvis decided she would not let him see too much. 
But she lay down obediently, and stared at his ex¬ 
cited old face. 
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“That is what the picture must say—that you attract 
every man.” He arranged her body once more. 

“That’s about right, now. You look divine!” Before 
she knew what he was about, he started to make 
love to her. 

She started up convulsively. "You oughtn't to do 
that. Remember I’m posing for you.” 

He chuckled lewdly. “I could not resist. We will 
come back to that.” Again, he changed her pose. 
“Therel Don't you like that, a lot better? The sug¬ 
gestion of attire—the brassiere hanging loose, the 
silk stockings—only a suggestion though. I think we 
might have something there.^ 

"I hope you have,” Alvis said a little crossly. “The 
way you're fooling around— 

“You are too sensitive, my little one.” He was 
fussing around the room, adjusting the lights, ex¬ 
plaining all the while that he needed a greater 
concentration of light on certain parts Of her figure. 

“What does your friend Sonya do?” She asked the 
question idly in an efiFort to divert his greedy eyes. 

“You find her interesting?” He ^-inned lewdly at 
her. ‘Well, she is that, and more-because I have 
taught her-about life-about art-about Uterature- 
and above ai!, about the rotten social edifice we 
live under.” He was standing in the center of the 
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room declaiming. "When I first knew Her, she was 
about sixteen. Now she grows old and demanding. It 
is too bad.” 

Alvis giggled at this. Sonya, from what she had 
seen, could not have been more than twenty-five. 

He continued in the manner of a lecturer giving 
out to his audience for the first time. 

"You imderstand—women must be immature to 
absorb the correct teaching. When they are past the 
age of twenty, they have already become rigid in 
their patterns of thought and behavior. But when 
they are only burgeoning into womanhood-” His 
voice was dripping now, his eyes glistening. “When 
their dewy mouths are stiD pink from drinking their 
mother s milk—ah, then, they are ready for a 
master—” 

She was suddenly tired of this lascivious old man. 

“I hate to remind you, Mr. Laval, but it is getting 
late, and you have not yet begun.” 

“It will be an easy pose,” he said soothingly. “You 
can lie there at your ease while I work. You could 
even go to sleep until I want your eyes.” 

Im liable to,” she said wickedly. 

“You will let me wake you later.” He was confi¬ 
dent. “What happened to your drink?” 

“You haven’t given me one yet,” she giggled. “You 
mentioned one*” 

Oh, forgive me* I was so excited by your beauty*** 
Like an agile grasshopper, he popped to his feet, 
collected two unwashed glasses and studied his 
supply of liquor in tlie closet. “Nothing but red wine 
and gin, and a little ice. That ought to do.” 

“That was what you gave Edna Buzzell, wasn’t it. 
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that first day she posed for you?” she asked ingenu¬ 
ously. 

He smiled. “Did she tell you that? I have always 
enjoyed it. She was a nice little girl.” He smiled rem¬ 
iniscently. “She believed in free love. I taught her.” 
He was complacent. 

“She doesn’t now,” Alvis said pointedly. 

He shrugged. “People grow bourgeois so easily. 
Here you are.” He handed the drink to her with a 
flourish. “See if you like it.” 

She sipped it tentatively. “It is rather nice.” 

“TeU me, darling, have you ever let a man make 
love to you?” His eyes were hot with anticipation. 

“Maybe,” she said coolly, “but that’s rather a per¬ 
sonal question, isn’t it? However, I don’t mind telling 
you. Yes.”' 

“That is much better.” 

“Listen. I want you to get this straight.” In her 
earnestness, she sat up on one elbow and studied him. 
She frowned, “Tm a model. It’s my business. My 
livelihood. I don’t want to be anything else. Tm not 
going to be anything else.” 

“You will learn,” he said fatuously. I, Paul Laval, 
will teach you. Here, I’ll fill up your drink again, 
and we’ll get to work.” 

She let him take ihe glass, and watched with cryp¬ 
tic, unrevealing eyes while he mixed her another 
drink. It had been these drinks, she reflected, that 
had made little Edna Buzzell yield to him so long 
ago. It would not do the same thing to her, she de¬ 
termined fiercely. She felt queerly and deliciously 
languorous. She had had a hard day, and the drinks 
made her head spin a little, She must be sure to 
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make him keep his distance, by regaining complete 
control of herself. 

He was hot at it with his paper and drawing 
pencil now. He worked with a surety, a certainty 
that sui^rised her. Even Clink was not more confi¬ 
dent. As she studied him, the pounding of her heart 
stop]^, her body slowly began to relax. Surely her 
suspicions of him had no foundation in fact. 

After half an hour, he flung down the paper and 
pencil with an exclamation of disgust. “It does not 
come right yet. You can rest, now.” 

“Let me see what you’ve done,” Alvis urged. 

He brought over the drawing. It was Alvis, no 
doubt about it. But the expression about the eyes 
and the lips had never been hers, could never be 
hers. The face revealed a sort of satiated sophistica¬ 
tion, a flagrant beckoning, which she instinctively 
shrank from. The whole body was toned down into 
the shadows, from those eyes, those hps. She lay 
there, in the drawing, invitingly, but everything 
else was subordinated to that demanding lust in the 
eyes. 

The artist chuckled and made as if to touch her. 
As she pulled away, he checked the impulse. 

“You said, Mr. Laval, that love ought to be free.” 
She brought it out slowly. 

“Not mister, Paul to you, my dear. Certainly love 
should be free,” he repeated positively. “Do the birds 
ask a price when they make love? Does any cat make 
the male hang jeweled collars around her neck, in 
exchange for her favors? Man and woman will never 
be free, until every aspect of their life is free.” 

“Everybody doesn’t think that wajs" She smiled 
slightly, remembering Edna’s veheraence-her oft- 
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repeated assertions that man must pay, or he did not 
value the merchandise. 

“All true artists do,” he said firmly. “When a per¬ 
son thinks love should be bought and sold in the 
open market, like a sack of potatoes or a pound of 
steak—” 

“But, when people get married-” 

“Marriagel Ugh.” He snorted. “Marriage is noth¬ 
ing but slavery. Did you know, my dear, that mar¬ 
riage originated in the outright sale of a girl, by her 
father, to some man with money enough to pay for 
her? In real primitive freedom, a female is free to 
choose her mate wherever she wills, whenever she 

wills.” . . , 

He plumped down beside her arid let his agitated 
clammy hands start roving at will over her exposed 

loveliness. , 

She felt sick. She wanted to get up quickly and 
wash all over, and regain the fresh clean skin and 
vibrant health his exploring old fingers had soiled. 

She pushed his leering face away with both 
hands. 

“Does this come under the heading of my duties r 
She was beginning to learn. 

“My darling,” he mouthed obscenely. "Do not 
struggle so against love. Let it come spontaneously. 
His breathing was labored. “I shall teach you to be 
free as a bird. To fly with the wind. I will teach you 
songs you will never forget.” His eyes devoured her 
from the sweep of her beautiful shoulders to the 
round oval of her stomach. 

She pushed him away once again and rose abrupt¬ 
ly, dbnost causing him to fall off the couch. 
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“What time is it?” She stood looking down at the 
startled expression on his face. 

“Why . . He got up and fumbled around to 
find the kitchen clock which was ticking behind a 
pile of canvases. “It’s only a quarter after ten.” 

“You said you wanted me to pose for you for only 
one hour. I’ve been here more than two hours al- 
readyl” 

"What is time in the sight of men and womenl” 

She wanted to laugh at the bewildered expression 
he still wore on his old face. “Two dollars an hour,” 
she said factually. “Of course, since you said only 
one hour, that’s all it will be. Two dollars. But I’ve 
got to go all the way back to Brooklyn.” 

“Spend the night here with me,” he begged in 
trembling tones. “We’ve got so much to talk about, 
my dear. I haven't begun to explain life to you yet.” 
His hot desire seemed to breathe all over her. His 
hands sought again to push her back to the couch. 

“No,” she said positively. “I’ve really got to go.” 
She began fingering her brassiere as a preliminary 
to dressing. 

He clutched at her desperately. “Please, my dar¬ 
ling. You must not leave me like this. Mad with de¬ 
sire for you. Only give me a chance.” 

“If you’ll only give me two dollars, darling,” she 
smiled ironically, “I'll be in a better position to pay 
my subway fare home.” 

His face turned pale. "Why, of course. Of course.” 
He fumbled through his pockets and disappeared 
abruptly into the next room. He came in rubbing 
between his two hands something which she vaguely 
saw was silver. "If you’d rather wait till next time— 

I only have some silver.” 
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“It’s all right, this time,” Alvis said sweetly, "I’d 
have to have the bills changed anyhow. Thanks a 
lot.” She relieved his reluctant hands of the four 
half-dollars. “You’ll let me know when you want me 
again. I’ll see you tomorrow night anyway at the 
clstsSi^^ 

“dh, yes,” he said miserably. "I thought we could 
have a real talk together, darling. Maybe next time 
you will spend the nightf*” 

“Maybe.” She grinned wickedly. “You never can 
tell. After all I’m a working girl.” 

"I know,” he said mournfully. “Another victim of 
the system. Well, the New Day is coming—” 

“It’ll be here in an hour and a half," she said hu¬ 
morously. “I’m glad you made such a good start.” 

“If I only did.” He gave her a meaningful look. 

She giggled and gave him her cheek to kiss at 
the door. 

“Now I have nothing to do. I suppose I’ll have to 

go over to Sonya’s. » . / 

‘T hope you’ll enjoy it Say hello for me. Good 
night.” 

Outside, she breathed deeply of the fresh air. 


8 

When Alvis reached the Ecole des Artes the next 
night, a few minutes late, she found Joel Slade 
talking to Edna BuzzeU in the outer office, 

“Hello,” she said, with some amazement, glancing 
from Joel to Edna. 
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keeping your boy friend occupied until you got 
here.” 

“My boy friend.” Alvis was embarrassed. She de¬ 
cided to pass it off as a big joke. “I like that. He 
never even wastes a word on me.” 

"I-I just happened to be here early.” His eyes 
twisted away from her laughing glance in some con¬ 
fusion. “That was all,” But his voice lacked conviction. 

“I’m almost ten minutes late.” She let him walk 
beside her as far as the door of the dressing room. 
“This is as far as you can go. The students aren’t al¬ 
lowed in here.” 

“Oh.” His mind was obviously on something else, 

“How was it last night?” 

“Do you mean with old Paul? Oh, it was all right 
He draws the craziest things I ever sawl He ealk 
them prole-pro-something-or-other.” 

Proletarian, chuckled JoeL “It doesn’t mean any¬ 
thing, except an excuse for lousy art. You—er—you 
did pose for him then?” 

“Of course,” Alvis said with some surprise. "Why?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. He’s got such a reputation with 
girls. You wouldn’t think it, he’s so old and all. 
But he is supposed to be something of a terror. All 
the little girls of the neighborhood—you know, the 
little Itahan girls, some of them only eight and nirn* 
years old, and on up to sixteen and seventeen—he 
even gets them to pose for him. Girls of decent fam¬ 
ilies, too, if he can persuade them. Of course, their 
parents stop it as soon as they learn what he’s up 
to. He’ll go to jail for it some day, if he doesn’t 
stop.” 

“But why?” Alvis asked in amazement. “Is there 
anything wrong in his getting girls to pose for him ?" 
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“If he stopped at that,” Joel replied darkly. “That’s 
only an excuse, of course.” 

“Excuse for what?” She was determined to under¬ 
stand specifically what he meant. 

He idn’t know how to explain to this unbeliev¬ 
ably innocent creature. He was saved by the advent 
of Peggy. She breezed through the hall, coming 
toward them fuU steam ahead. 

“Oh, Alvis, darling, I did my best I couldn’t get 
here any sooner!” 

“What for?” asked Alvis with surprise. 

Peggy blushed. “Oh, I just wanted to see you. 
Thought you might need me. Heavens, sweetheart, 
it’s six minutes of, already! You’ll never be ready in 
time—” She stared at Joel Slade jealously. 

“I suppose I have got to go.” Alvis looked at Joel 
intently. “But you haven’t told me, yet—" She 
fumbled for the rest of it. 

“I’ll see you inside,” he said a little breathlessly, 
“The first rest.” 

Alvis smiled warmly at him and passed on into 
the dressing room behind the screens with Peggy. 
The vibrant little model flung tumultuous arms 
around Alvis and kissed her neck passionately. “I’ve 
missed you. It’s been two whole days! How about 
spending the night with me tonight?” 

“Why I—unless I’m posing for Glink, I don’t see 
why not.” Alvis was a bit troubled by the himger in 
the girl’s eyes. 

“Oh, sweetheart, I hope you can!” She was slav¬ 
ishly removing Alvis’s garments, one by one. As she 
bared the lovely, shapely shoulders, Ae whole ex¬ 
quisite body, she kissed Alvis with intensity. Alvis 
wondered why it made her feel so uncomfortable. 
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After all it was a girl, and with a girl you didn’t 
have to be on your guard. 

Clink entered just as Alvis was ready for the 
coohe coat. His eyes glazed and reddened a httle as 
he took in the sheer loveliness of the girl. “All set?” 
He took a kiss without asking this time. Alvis 
stifFened in his arms. He did not seem to notice 
her sudden change of manner. 

“All set,” she said primly. She slipped into the 
robe and led the way while Clink turned quickly 
to the other girl. ^“You seem to be hanging around 
a lot. How come?” i 

“I just happened to drop by." Peggy was more 
than a little embarrassed. “Is she posing for you 
tonight?” 

“Maybe. Whyr 

“Oh, I don’t know. I was just asking.” She did 
not look at him directly. “I thought if she weren’t, 
we might drift over to a friend of mine's.” 

"No, I think I’ll want her tonight.” His eyes were 
reminiscent. “I’ve got a picture started. Unless you 
want to do some posing for me.” 

“I don’t mind posing.” 

“Thanks. But I’m interested in both!” with a curt 
little laugh. He passed on into the studio where the 
class impatiently waited. 

Alvis whispered to Peggy, as she started to follow. 
“I’ll make some excuse to Clink and meet you later. 
I have a headache anyway, so it won’t be much of 
a lie.” 

“Wonderful.” Peggy’s eyes were shining. 

After the class, Alvis hurried with her dressing. 
Peggy was waiting for her at the front entrance. She 
linked hands excitedly with Alvis. 
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“It’s only a short distance,” Peggy said. “My apart¬ 
ment is on Jones Street.” She looked at Alvis co¬ 
vertly. “If you like the place, Alvis, why don’t you 
come in with me as my roommate? If we shared 
the rent, it would probably be cheaper than what 
you pay now in Brooklyn," 

“I’d like that.” Alvis's tone was absent. Her face 
seemed to be brooding. 

“What’s troubling you, honey? You seem so down¬ 
hearted tonight.” 

“N-nothing, I guess. It’s just that I’m so mixed 
up. Men are so difFerent when you get to know 
them. Not at all like what I imagined they would 
be when I was young." 

“You bet, honey child. They’re all stinkers for 
my money. They want just one thing from a girl, and 
once they get it, they’re all through with her.” 
Peggy gave her another sly look out of the comer 
of her eye. “Believe me, Alvis, the only true friend 
to have is a woman.” 

“I suppose you’re right,” Alvis said apathetically. 

They "had reached Peggy’s place by this time. It 
was a small brownstone on the comer of Jones 
Street just off Greenwich Ave. The girls mounted 
three flights of stairs and panted their way into a 
large one-room apartment with an old marble fire¬ 
place. Peggy immediately went over to the hearth 
and touched a light to the wood. The flames shot 
up bathing the room in a warm cozy glow. 

Alvis looked around. There were a few nice 
pieces of maple furniture, but the whole place was 
dominated by a huge studio bed in the very center 
of the room. At the extreme comer stood a screen. 
Alvis asked what was behind it and Peggy delightedly 
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showed her a small two-jet burner resting on a table. 
Cups and saucers, a few dinner plates and some 
kitchen utensils were stacked on a shelf under the 
table. 

“You can see I don’t do any extensive cooking 
here.” Peggy laughed. “But I manage to make a cup 
of coffee now and then without burning the place 
down. By the way, would you like a cup now?” 

“I’d love it. I’m simply beat.” 

“Swell. You hop into bed and relax, and I’ll have 
the coffee ready in a jiffy. I’m really not a very good 
hostess, though. My coffee stinks.” Her eyes were 
strangely eager. “I’ll have to make it up to you by 
helping you undress.” 

Peggy helped Alvis slip out of her clothes and then 
turned out the overhead light. Only the dull glow 
from the fireplace illuminated the room. 

Alvis lay back on the bed with a contented sigh. 

“My, but bed feels good. Posing sure takes it out 
of you. And Clink is utterly merciless. Say, Peggy, 
forget the coffee. I’m too tired to swallow. C’mon to 
bed.” 

“Okay. It’s most likely rotten anyhow. I’ll be 
right there.” 

Peggy turned her back and swiftly undressed. 
When the last stitch was off, she turned to Alvis, 
stretching her arms high luxuriously. 

Alvis stared at her. She had never before seen 
Peggy nude. The girl was dazzling. She had a lithe, 
slender body, all line and mobility. Her high pointed 
breasts and long slender legs made her look like 
a young panther. She walked Hke one too as she 
padded over to the bed and looked down at Alvis. 

“You don’t mind sleeping with a girl, do you?” 



STUDIO AFFAIR 95 

Her eyes were intent. They seemed to be asking 
another question. 

‘•Why not? If you don’t mind.” Alvis’s eyes were 
drooping now. 

Peggy lifted the covers and slid in next to her. Her 
body felt very hot. Alvis wondered if Peggy were 
coming down with a fever. She must tell her to take 
some aspirin just in case. 

An arm stole around Alvis’s waist. She felt soft 
hands gliding up and down her legs. The fingers 
were like feathers fluttering on her skin. 

“You’ll feel better if I give you a little massage,” 
Peggy said. “I’m something of an expert at it. 

She continued the magical tickling dovra Alvis’s 
back. Alvis gasped with pleasure. 

Suddenly Peggy lowered her head and put her 
lips on Alvis’s pink flesh. “You’re so beautiful,” she 
murmured. Her hps grew bolder. 

Alvis tensed abruptly. She put out a feeble hand ' 
to stop the other girl, but Peggy seemed oblivious 
to the protest. Alvis lay back. Her body was on fire. 
Her breath began to come in sharp gasps as Peggy’s 
hands and lips grew more daring. 

Dimly Alvis thought, surely girls shouldn’t be¬ 
have tids way with one another. She started to 
object again but Peggy's mouth closed on hers, Alvis 
sighed and gave in. Nothing that felt so good could 
possibly be wrong, she told herself, while a delirium 
swept her high, whirled her around and around, 
faster and yet faster, and flung her radiant on some 
distant shore. 

The next posing night, Joel Slade came up to Alvis 
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during the Brst break. “Say, were you really serious 
when you said you wanted to study drawingr 

“Well,” she replied, “I would like to try.” 

“He can’t teach you.” Joel nodded toward Clink. 
“At least, nothing but the rudiments. And certainly 
Paul Laval can’t. That old cretin-” He looked at 
Alvis imhappily. “It worries me, your being there 
alone with 1^, with no one to protect you." 

“You never did tell me why he might be arrested 
for having all those little girls in to see him,” Alvis 
said, reverting to the topic interrupted several nights 
before. 

“I’d rather not talk about it,” Joel said, coloring. 
“Now about the drawing, I know who can teach 
you if I can only get him to. My dad." 

“Oh, I know he’s perfectly wonderful.” She opened 
her eyes wide. GLink introduced me to him one 
night at his place. Clink s, I mean. Do you suppose 
he would?” 

“TU make him.” Joel was suddenly assertive. “He’d 
do it for me.” 

“But why should you go to so much trouble for 
me?” Alvis asked curiously. 

He flushed again. “Oh, no particular reason. I 
just thought you wanted— It would be a pity to have 
you start off on the wrong foot.” 

"I think it’s awfully sweet of you,” Alvis said 
gratefully. “After all. I’m just another model, and 
he’s a famous aHist.” 

111 talk to him about it tomorrow morning, Tm 
sure he’ll consent. Honestly, Miss-er-Alvis, I simply 
hate to see a girl as nice as you with a rotter like 
Paul Laval. If I ever thought he would dare to get 
fresh with you—” He paused, expressively. 




STUDIO AFFAIR 97 

“^I—I’m glad you’re so interested.” In demure 
modesty her eyes fell away from his bright ardent 

look. „ 

“Well, I-I think you’re the nicest ^11 ever met, 
he said swiftly, as though it took an effort for^him 
to bring it out. “I think you’re the loveliest—” 

Glink clapped his hands again. All right, Alvis, 
the same, please. We won’t make it quite so long 
this time.” Absently he repeated his regular ritual. 
“We don’t want to lire you out.” 

He turned restively to the class. “Now, if you coal- 
heavers and salesgirls will try to imagine just for 
once, that you’re actually art students in an art 
class-and not scrawl down problems in geometry 
but try to look at this model—try to put down on 
that paper in front of you what you see . . . 

"What the hell do you suppose you were given 
eyes fori Mr. Schenck, I want you especially to get 
out of your head the idea that you’re making a 
rough sketch for a cigar store Indian. And try, for 
once, to put a little reality in your work. Unless I 
see some improvement. . , 

Buzz, buzz, buzz . . . Buzz, buzz, buzz. * . 

Alvis went off into her dream world and made an 
effort not to see the individual faces in front of 
her. Thoughts churned round and round in her 
head. She wOndered how vermilion nails would look 
on her. Or maybe mother-of-pearl would be better, 
like the ones that little Miss York from uptown 
had. . . What had that old Laval really done to the 
Uttle girls? Why was Joel Slade taking alj this in¬ 
terest in her? Try as she might to avoid it^ her 
thoughts came back to that young man. He was 
nice. He said she was the prettiest girl he had ever 
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known. How nice it would be if— But sbe pushed 
that thought away from her. If she could just some¬ 
how afford a fur stole—of course, not a cross fox 
like Edna BuzzeFs, but just some sort of fur. . . 
But how could she when she only made twenty-five 
dollars a week, plus maybe ten dollars more for a 
little private work? 

*I don’t mind doing it for you, Joel.” Egbert Slade 
dipped thoughtfully into the grapefruit before him, 
letting the spoon dip out the proper share of sherry 
with the tart division of the fruit. “But what in heFs 
the big idea? If she were one of the students—but, 
a modell” 

“Maybe she can draw, Dad.” 

“And maybe she can’t. Why the sudden interest?” 
He looked up at his tall sou vrith a sly smile. 

“Oh, I don’t know.” He flushed. “I just heard her 
say she wanted to learn how and I thought—” 
“Why not let Clink do it then? It’s his business, 
not mine. He’s got her posing for him two-three 
nights every week, as it is,” 

"WeU, she’s a nice kid. She's ambitious and—I 
just happen to Hke her, that's all. A lot/' He brought 
it out with defiance. 

"Oh, she’s cute enough,” Slade said negligently. 
"But I don't see why I—” 

"IVe never met a girl I liked half so much, Dad. 
I'd like to do something for her. I thought maybe 
some day—” 

"You don’t mean to say you’ve fallen for her!” 
Egbert had stopped smiling. "An ordinary little 
model that any man—” 

"That's enough, Dad,” the color was rising in 
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Joel’s face. "You’re not being fair. I’m in love with 
her. Being a model isn’t a strike against her. She had 
to make a living some way, with both her parents 
dead. I wouldn’t care if she scrubbed floors for a 
living. She’s the first girl I ever felt this way about. 
You, of all people, should understand,” he pleaded. 

“Well, why the hell don’t you go ahead and date 
her up then? After all, a model—” 

“It isn’t a date I want.” His face was averted. 

"What in the world do you mean? Surely you 
don’t mean—” 

“Yes, that’s exactly what I do mean. I’d marry her 
in a minute if she’d have roe. His face was suddenly 
wistful. “I know she doesn’t like me that way, yet.” 

“Have you asked her?” 

“No. I wouldn’t dare. But I thought if I just sort 
of did the things she wants me to do for her—” 

“You wouldn’t marry her, of course, if she werent 
the innocent you think she is, would you?” 

“What kind of talk is that, Dad! She is! That’s 
what I’ve been trying to teU you. Last week was the 
first time in her life she’d ever let anybody see her 
undressed! She’s never even had a date with a boy. 
She told me so.” 

“I believe it,” Slade said dryly. “Glu^ told me so. 
But a lot can happen in a short time.” 

“Not with her,” Joel said proudly. “I was scared 
stiff when she went to pose for Paul Laval the other 
night. She didn’t even know what I was talking 
about when I tried to tell her something^about his 
reputation. She’s the purest, sweetest— 

“Bm if you found out she d actually been with 

some man and-” 

Joel’s head lifted triumphantly. “You don’t under- 
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stand her at all. Dad. She’s different from the rest. 
That’s why I want to get her out of all this before 
she gets spoiled.” 

Slade recaUed the pictures Clink had shown him 
and the night at Clink’s apartment. He smiled 
grimly, Joel wouldn t believe him if he swore on a 
stack of bibles. He thought with swift bitterness of 
his own marriage, of how Bettina, his wife, had dis¬ 
torted his whole life. No, you could never trust a 
woman. Two-timing Joel already. Leading him on 
with all ^ pretty talk and pose of innocence, and 
all the time. ... If he had not known intuitively 
that it would be futile, he would have-come out 
with it all then and there. 

The boy would have to find out for himself. He 
would have to find it out the hard way. Maybe 
the disillusionment would be good for him. He was 
young enough to get over it a lot faster than his 
father had. Women were bitches, all of them. If he 
could only arrange for Joel to stumble in on a party. 
If Joel could see Chnk with AlvisI Or any man. 
Certainly from what he had seen, the little twirp 
wouldn’t draw the line at anything. Maybe he could 
arrange it, he reflected. He must try. . . The best 
thing to do was to humor the lad, until he learned 
some sense. Infatuation. That’s all it was. It couldn’t 
be any deeper than that. Why he hardly knew the 
girl. He had only seen her four or fiVe times at the 
class. Unless. . . . 

Ever had a date with her, son?” Slade inquired 
keenly. 

Oh, no. I don’t believe she would accept.” 

You don’t even know, then, whether she’d let 
you—er—touch her, or anythingp” 
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“But of course she wouldn't, Dadl She's as straight 
as they come. I knowl” 

“I see,” Slade said with a dry ghost of a chuckle. 
“And so, since you intend to marry this precious 
paragon, you're getting her ready for marriage by 
asking me to teach her how to draw. Is that it?” 

“Something like that.” Joel had a vague and dis¬ 
turbing suspicion that his father was laughing at 
him. 

“Think it’s a lot safer to trust her with your old 
man, rather than with Paul or Glink?' 

“You bett” Joel said a bit sheepishly. 

Egbert Slade had a sudden vision of the Httle 
model as he had seen her last, in Glink s studio 
nude.' What a joke on a man if he married a girl 
like thatl He would like to see Joel do it once, to 
find out what it was like. The young fool! 

“And you mean you'll actually marry her, if I 
teach her to draw?” 

“If she’ll have me," Joel said proudly. There was 
exultance in the boy’s tone. 

Hmmm, this was more serious than Slade had 
imagined. He would have to do something quickly 
to stop it. Certainly he ought to find out more about 
the girl and taking her on as a student would give 
him the opportunity to find out all he wanted to 
know. He must hide his intentions from his son, of 
course. Teach the girl to draw and study her at the 
same time. He felt more and more excited as his 
mind dwelt on possible plans. 

“Well, I’ll agree to take her, Joel, and do what I 
can for her, if you’ll give me your word of honor that 
you re serious— that you intend ^to propose to 

Impulsively the boy stuck out his hand and 
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clenched his father’s firmly. “I swear it, Dad. She’s 
going to be my wife, if I have to make her love mel 
You’re swell to do this for me. I’ll never forget it." 

The boy had it coming to him, Slade reasoned. All 
men di(^ when they were fools enough to trust 
women. ‘TTl take her on,” he said decisively. “Bring 
her around anytime.” 

“Tonight?” 

Oh, hell, why not? Might as well get it started 
and over with. Sure, bring her around tonight” 
“Boyl She'U stand on her head when I tell herl” 
I d like to see that too, Slade said ambiguously. 
^ “But I don’t even Imow her address.” He frowned. 
“Lives somewhere in Brooklyn, she said.” 

‘my not caU up Clink’s studio?” Slade’s voice 
was silky. He might have her address. In any case, 
you can^ certainly get it at the school.” 

“That’s right. Miss Buzzell will Imow. Ill bring 
her here then, unless I can’t reach her. I’ll let you 
know.” Joel was happy and proud. His father was 
the kind a man should have. 

"We strive to please." Egbert smiled cynically. 
The young ass, falling for a pretty face like thatl 
But that was youth. . . He sighed as he started his 
preparations for the day’s work. His son would have 
to learn some time. It might as well be now, 

Joel had every intention of taking Alvis to dinr^^r 
and then escorting her to his father’s studio, but 
when he finally got—her on the phone his courage 
evaporated. He merely asked her to call at his own 
studio, the one he shared with Roy Dupre, on Mac- 
dougal Street, at seven-thirty. He was ready to kick 
himself for his lack of gumption aH that afternoon. 
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He had to tell somebody she was coming, so he took 
it out on Roy. The two of them had dinner together, 
at the Napoleon, a block down the street, and he 
regaled Roy throughout the meal with elaborate 
descriptions and idyllic fantasies about the girl, ^ 
“Say Joelj youVe really fallen for this girl, haven t 
your Roy smUed. He was a tall blond man. He 
was originally from New Orleans, and long ago, 
he had found out what big girls were made for. He 
was still doing research on the subject and had m the 
past softly jeered at his roommate’s ascetic abstm- 
ence. "And a model, too! Sounds bad, very bad, my 

"Oh, but she’s different, Roy. If youd only see 

her.” , , , 

"But I did see her that Tuesday night two weeks 

ago when I went by that art incubator-the night of 
Irma Beck’s shindig. Peggy Bealle brought ber im 
don’t you remember? I (hdn’t meet her though. She 

seemed sort of dumb— ^ 

“Helll She’s the most brilliant- But youve got 
to meet her tonight. Just stick around, she’U be in 

about seven-thirty.” , i i j 

To make sure he would not miss her, Joel humea 
through his zabaglione, and could hardly wait for 
Roy to finish his, so eager was he to pt back to 
his place. As it was. they returned shortly alter 
seven, a full half-hour before she arrived. 

Toel stalked up and down the studio. He talked 
about nothing else, until he became a positive 

nuisance to Roy. i 1 . 1 . 

"Hey, you’ve really got it hard, Joel. On y 1 g 

to do is to go ahead and have a date with her, an 
get rid of it.” 
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ij **[ at aUl” Joel 

nushed. I just think she’s a great Idd. . . 

“Mind if I have a date then, some night?” 
“Well-all right. But I'm afraid she’d bore you. 
Shes not the type you’re used to. She’s pretty 
proper and old-fashioned.” 

The stifiFer they stand, the faster they fall” 
quoted Roy mischievously. “I’ll give her a once¬ 
over, anyhow. Maybe I could use her for the new 
cigarette ads I’m starting. You said she did private 
modeling—" ^ 

“Say, that would be great! She has absolutely no 
one to take care of her. And she’s got to earn money 
some way. I'd certainly prefer to have her pose for 
you than some old rotter like Laval.” Joel took a 
worried glance at his watch. “She ought to be here 
by now ” 

Roy chuckled. “It’s only twenty-five of. Maybe 
she s having trouble finding the place. Maybe she’s 
horsing around vrith the janitor downstairs. May- 

“Oh. cut iti There she is!” Joel announced jubi- 
lantly as the buzzer rasped. 

“Well, here you are,” Alvis said as Joel opened 
the door, her voice lilting. “Gosh it’s good to see 
you! 

“Well, c’mon in.” 

“You re sweet to fix things up for me.” She 
entered completely mistress of herself. It was good 
to know she need not freeze her soul against him as 
she would have done if she had to pose for Glink. 
Joel was only doing her a favor, only taking her 
^ound to his father to learn drawing. She was 
lucky to have him for a friend. 
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“Oh." She saw Roy standing ofi to one side and 
gazing at her intently. 

“Miss Manning, my roommate, Roy Dupre. He 
saw you over at the school one night 

“And I’ve heard nothing but Joel’s ravings about 
you, ever since.” Easily gaUant, he took her hand 
in both of his. He rubbed it with deft certainty. I 
can see why, now,” he said pointedly, still holdmg on 


to her hand. 

“He’s only teasing. Alvis—” ,, 

“I understand. But you should back him up. She 
had anally succeeded in withdrawing her h^d. 
"Why, you haven’t been raving about me, have 
you, Joel?” The sophisticated nonsensical chatter 

came easily to her now. , « ,.i 

“Oh, but I have-” And then he colored abruptly. 

“That is, I mean of course I’ve talked about you 
enough. You are a good model, you know. 

“I’m glad you think I’ll do.” She smBed archly. 
She was trying to act towards men the way Peggy 
did, the way Edna said you ought to. Promise them 
with a smile and a demure remark more than you 
meant to come through with. You had to do that, she 
told herself, so they would keep on asking you to 
pose for them. Alvis frowned. A duH gnawing ache 
had developed inside her. She was never wiAout it 
now. It had never occurred to her when she hrst 
went job-hunting, that she would have to lie and 

fake in order to live. , , „ _ . j 

“I think you’d be a lousy model. Roy gnnned, 
knowing the remark would annoy Joel. Here Joe^ 
was saying he thought you’d make a sweU mode 
for some cigarette ads I’m doing-” He glanced at 
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Joel to see what effect his words were having. “Why 
I don’t believe you’ve even got a 6gure.” 

“Why, you insufferable lousel She’s the most mag- 
nificent creature you ever saw. Just for that, Alvis, 
^T1 have to pose for him some time just to show 

Give me your phone number, Alvis, and I’ll give 
you a buzz, as soon as I’m really ready to go to work ’’ 
Roy continued a litUe more seriously, as he ap- 
praised her exquisite figure. “Or, I suppose I could 
trust Joel to take a message to you-though he 
inight be jealous. I’m not sure I could depend on 

V 'j u *"*S^i*. get a message to you at all. 
loud better give me your number after all.” 

know Id give her the messagel” 

Weil, you can have the number anyhow.” She 
was pleased to be the center of attention. And 
amused at the obvious manner in which Roy was 
teasing the more serious-minded Joel. “I will take 
the message myself. The number is Triangle six- 
nine-four-two. You can always get me there.” 

He wrote it down with a flourish, “Now we defy 
you to come between us, old mani I’ll have that 
number engraved on my heart, Miss—er ’’ 

Alvis Manning." She dimpled. "And you didn’t 
even remember my namel You men are definitely 
not to be trusted. You would have to have a question 
mark engraved on your heart_” 

“So long as you’re the answer, I’m willing,” he re¬ 
torted in laughing raiUery. “We’R set a new style in 
cigarette ads, you and I, Alvis.” He grinned. “We’ll 
knock them all cold when we get togetherl” 

‘You’ll have to teach me to smoke then." She nar¬ 
rowed her eyelids the way Edna Buzzell did when 
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she looked at one of the more prosperous students, 
“I’ve only tried it one or two times. It still chokes 

me. , 

“Never fear. And Uiat isn't all I’d like to teach 

you, babyl” 

“You might as well enroll me for all the courses, 
then,” she said with a Bght laugh. “YouU find Im 
rather quick to learn.” She was pleased with the way 
she was learning the art of badinage. ^ 

“Practice makes perfect bedmates,” Roy said 

boldly. 

Joel flushed. “Don’t mind him, Alvis. He doesnt 

mean half of what he says. 

“Then I’m disappointed.” She giggled outright. 
“Here he had my hopes all aroused and * 

“We’ll show him.” Roy echoed her laugh more 
deeply. “Well, I’ve got to run along, infants—” 
“We’re going too,” Joel said nervously, a bit dis¬ 
mayed at the idea of being left alone with the ex¬ 
quisite girl in his own studio. “I’m going to take her 
around to Dad’s. He’s going to teach her how to 
draw.” 

“Ahal A rival,” Roy proclaimed melodramatically. 
She laughed with him, then turned to Jnel. “Won’t 
we be too early for him? You said eight.” 

“Well, we could walk around the Square.” He was 

stiU nervous. 

“He’s afraid you’ll seduce him if 1 leave him here 
alone with you, Alvis. You have a fatal fascination 
for young men!” 

“Oh, never mind him, I just thought you might 
like to walk,” he said unhappily. 

“I would.” She slipped an arm through his, and 
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patted his hand. “We’ll go right away. Although I’m 
really not at aU dangerous.” 

^ “You’d be dangerous to me,” said Roy gallantly. 
I intend to watch you myself from now on. Well, 
let s beat it if we’re going.” He grabbed his hat and 
coat and had Alvis on the way downstairs before 
Joel was ready. He hurried and only caught up with 
them when they had reached the front stoop 
“Foiled,” laughed Roy. “We almost got away with 
that elopement, Alvis. We'U start earlier, next time.” 

IU hve for that,” she said, deUberately provoca¬ 
tive. “Aren’t you walking with us?” 

‘No. I’m shooting some bridge at the Kit Kat. You 
coming over, Joel?” 

Sure. I’ll be there in half an hour. I just want 
to introduce her properly to Dad and see that he 
starts her right.” 

‘Watch out, or he’ll finish her too.” With a gay 
gesture, Roy turned south and left them. 

“HeV a sweU guy,” Joel said with loyal enthusi¬ 
asm. He loves to tease. Southern all over. He’d talk 
the hind leg oflF a brass monkey.” 

“Thank heavens, I’m not a brass monkey then; 
toey don’t use one-legged models,” Alvis ‘smiled’. 
SJie squeezed liis arm in a sudden surge of affection 
and gratitude. “You don’t know how much I ap- 
preciate all this trouble you’re taking for me, Joel 
Slade. I don t know how to thank- you ” 

“I’ll teU you, some day.” He worked up enough 
courage to answer her. 

She stiffened swiftly, and shot him a questioning 
side glance. So he was going to be hke that tool 
There was no getting away from it. You had to be 
on your guard aU the time with men. You had to 
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watch your step, keep your head, just like Edna had 

be ready ” she said. But her voice trembled 
a little as she said it. She had a sense of deep, inner 

Square lovelyl" He stood enrapt by the 
Old World charm of the park which lay famtly 
emnurked in a late crepuscular haze. I don t think 
there’s any part of New York that equals it. It s just 
like a little bit of Paris transported across the At¬ 
lantic and holding its own against the towering mad¬ 
ness of New York. , 

“It is indeed.” Alvis sighed with rehef. Her face 
relaxed’as she looked at him, at his silent abso^bon 
in the scene just before them. “I like that big b ! - 
ine, though, over there.” 

This started him off. He plunged into a descrip¬ 
tion of just what was wrong vdth the buMmg she 
had indicated. Its architect had not had the vision 
to build the tower a little higher, the lines were not 
gracious enough. He continued along ^s vem whde 
they sauntered atound the Square ^d 
to tile building on the southern side where Egbert 

Slade hved. 


9 

“You know, I met your father once,” Alvis w^pered 
to Toel. "At Clink’s. I thought he was awfully mce. 
But this-this is different. I’m so nervous now, Im 
trembling all over.” 

“Don’t be silly. They don t make them any better 
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than my old man. He told me he’d met you. But not 
as an art student, then.” 

His hand turned the knob, as the buzzer rasped 
Its mvitation. Its top floor, of course. The^est 
stucho m the building.” 

I suppose I’ll be perfectly awful, at first.” She 
telt queer and jumpy at the threshold of this new 
venture. 

all are,” Joel said and gave her a consoling 
pa on her arm “He-U pull you out of that. If you’ve 
got anything, hell find it.” ^ 

■TVell, I hope I’ve got something.” She giggled a 


“Here we are.' 


The door opened and there stood Egbert Slade 
himseh, m a warm dressing gown of Burgundy silk, 
vnA lus h^ds outstretched in welcome. “Come 
right m. Miss M^ing. I didn’t expect to see you 
m the role of aooI>de in art so soon! Come in, Toel. 
You might mix a few highballs, while I proceed to 
get acquainted with the young lady.” 

Joel, with a grateful smile, divested himself of his 
outer gaments and disappeared somewhere in the 
rear of the huge vaulted studio. 

But isn t this marvelous!” Alvis gave a little gasp 
of dehght, as she surveyed the splendor of^the 
studio. It was fuUy twice as large as Clink’s place 
e part of it she could see, and it seemed to disap¬ 
pear upward in the shadows as if it had no roof but 
the yoimg night sky. “Why, it’s a regular dream of 
a place! I never saw a studio so big!” 

He laughed. “This is nothing, compared to my 
uptown studio where I do murals. This has good 
hght, though, and it’s all right for individual models." 
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She put it timidly, sure he would tmderstand. “If 
we ^dn’t, if only once you let me go out, then I 
would be stronger next time. 1 have only been with 
one man, and that was because I didn’t understand 
what it was all about. I want to get married some’ 
time.” 

“You will.” But his claw had come forth. He laid 
his hand softly on the leg nearest him. “I give you 
my word. If no man finds you. I’ll find a man for 
you—a man you’ll like.” 

He was touching her all over. ,The delicate caresses 
warmed her flesh. She felt her breath coming faster, 
while her cheeks dyed scarlet. She could not help 
the feeling of pleasure his touch gave to her. But 
she kept her body-rigid, telling herself she must not 
yield. 

He reached over and pulled her into his arms, 
upon his lap. His Ups fed on the sweetness of hers, 
^^en the l^s ended, she was glowing tinder. 

“Don’t you want to stay now?” 

Her arms crept around his neck. “I shouldn’t. I 
know I shouldn’t. But you make me feel so—” 

“Ask me to let you stay,” he commanded callously. 

“Must I?” 

“Beg me.” He grew more and more excited. “Beg 
me to let you.” 

She frowned a little. Her head drew back while, 
without conscious volition, her body crept closer. He 
opened her mouth with his lips again. It was a long 
time before he released her. She was leaping, crack¬ 
ling fire. Her eyes were closed, her hands hung limp. 

He rose dominantly. “I wouldn’t let you go now, 
dear, for all the jewels of the Indies. You gorgeous 
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"Well, no,” Alvis answered, her eyes still on her 
sketch. “Not much, that is. Is it any good?” 

“Much better.” But he did not care now, whether 
it was or not. “Much better. For a first trial. Want 
to rest now?” ' 

“I wouldn’t mind.” Alvis was a bit dazed from her 
intense absorption. “I suppose I’m more tired than I 
thought. The model doesn’t get tired,” she said with 
a weary smile. “Not this model.” 

“Let’s have another drink together.” 

Casually, as if she were at home, she strolled back 
to the bar in the butler’s pantry and watched as he 
performed the bibetic magic. 

“I’m tired,” she smiled. “I’E need that.” 

“It’s midnight,” he reminded quietly. “No use for 
you to go all the way back to Brooklyn.” He studied 
her wi& a quizzical expression, trying to keep the 
tension out of his voice. 

“Well.’. .” She wriggled her body a little unhap¬ 
pily. “I really ought to go. . . When I’ve finished 
this drink.” 

“Why?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. . . . Didn’t you say a man 
wouldn’t want to marry a girl unless she , . . went 
home, in a case like this?” 

“But—that doesn’t apply in this case, does it, my 
dear?” 

“No, but—” 

“Well, then, why not?” He was playing cat and 
mouse with her. She was no match for him. The 
moment it pleased him, he could stretch out a paw 
and pin her down. It gave him a wonderful sense of 
power which further exhilarated him. 

“Wouldn’t it be better if we didn’t start anything?” 
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And then the line that had pounded at his un¬ 
easy consciousness came to hrm. 

Girls are made by fools like me. 

And God is welcome to the tree. 

“Girls are . . And here she was^ in all her sacro¬ 
sanct girlish glory, and here was he, with his sins 
upon his souL 

Contactuall Hell, life was cent actual No need for 
him to weaken now. He had sworn on his soul to pay 
all women back. To trust a woman was laying iron 
on quicksand- No- He would not weaken now. This 
girl, with her strange ability to draw his heart and 
mind out—she was only another mirage, another 
trick. 

All at once he realized he had been fighting his 
desire. He laid aside his drawing pad, went over 
to a desk in the studio and took from it the square 
envelope he removed from his pocket and secreted 
in a top drawer. He thumbed hurriedly through the 
photos within the envelope, the pictures of this 
model Clink had taken . . . Glink, who had taken 
more, indeed, than pictures from her. Who had 
taken what no man ever would take again. He stared 
at the pictures reminding himself that his son was 
going to marry this model. Unless he, Egbert Slade, 
did what he could to prevent it. At least to show Joel 
what kind of a girl this was. There could be no 
swerving now. No softening of purpose. He slipped 
the pictures back. He was satisfied as to the course 
he must pursue. 

He came over and stood right behind the lovely 
little model and said, "Tired?” 
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you see. What your damned eyes see. Not what you 
think is there. Think isn’t worth a damn. Think’s a 
poor mistaught fool who gets us in all our trouble. 
Forget think and all he has to say to you. Tell him 
to go to hell, and leave your eyes alone. Then look, 
and draw. She is asleep,” he. said, eyes narrowly 
squinting at the statue, “She is waiting, she is pas¬ 
sive, she is saying to the world: It’s your move, 
then rU come to life. Get that? Like a field un¬ 
ploughed. Like a ploughed field unsown. Like a sown 
field unsunned. Like a sunned field unrained on. 
Infinitely virgin, and waiting for the plou^, the 
seeds, the sun, the rain . . . life. Put that down. It’s 
there.” 

“But I am not you.” She was watching him, lips 
parted. 

“I am not myself, with you around," he said, 
suddenly quiet. 

He studied her broodingly as she went back to 
work. His mind wandered savagely to the view of 
her. He did not dare look at it again, the way he 
felt. He must not, this night at least. And yet, 
Bettina. , . . 

A ribald rhyme flashed into his mind. A friend of 
his, grown weary with the saccharine adulation of 
that pious bit of blether, Trees, by Joyce Kihner, 
had written his own screed Against Trees. Why did 
she rdmind him of it? She stood there as slim, as un¬ 
touched, as virginal, as a slim white birch sapling in 
Connecticut woods. Virgin forest: that must be it— 
“Only God can make a tree. . . How did it go? No 
magazine dared print it. Too “contactual,” they all 
said. Let’s see. ,. 
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of the art students do, as she had seen Glink and 
Paul do. “I don't think I’ve got much.” 

“This line,” he said, swiftly erasing it, “is all wrong. 
Look, the muscle underneath there goes this way,” 
he sketched it in swift sure strokes. "When we clothe 
that vnth flesh, even with plaster flesh, it must go 
this way. You see?” 

“But how much better it isl” 

His hands fluttered out, grasping for eloquence. 
“Three skeletons beneath the flesh which shows; The 
skeleton of muscle outside. The skeleton of bone 
supporting that. The skeleton of the soul, the spirit, 
that rigi(hfies and breathes life to the whole. A 
craftsman can get the first two—the artist sees the 
last first of all, and it animates aU he draws. 

“Not at all bad.” He squinted, now this way, now 
that way at it. “Almost Rodin, in the upper part of 
the torso. You startle me. The head, nothing. Look, 
you have the eyes where the cowlick comes,” He 
smiled whimsically. “Use your own eyes, for heaven’s 
sakel Seel” He was beside the plaster nude, measur¬ 
ing with his hand from chin to eyes. “You see? Now 
th^—from eyes to the top of the head, precisely the 
same length. Only when people have eyes in the top 
of their heads . . . But that is mechanics. Some peo¬ 
ple did. Saints. Sinners with an eye on heaven mak¬ 
ing sure God wasn’t playing Peeping Tom.” 

His nervous vitality magnetized her. ‘What strange 
things you sayl I suppose that’s what God’s supposed 
to do, at that. It sounds rather awful.” 

“It is. Don’t blame me for His failings,” Slade 
said with a dry laugh. “That’s a marvelous first 
attempt. Start again. We’ll save this. Here’s a fresh 
sheet. Try for the outline, this time, first of all. What 
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moved restlessly around the studio. The intense out¬ 
pouring had shaken him more than he had dreamed 
was possible. Why had he been so appaUingly frank 
to this mere chit, this girl Clink had taken so easily; 
this slack wanton who had turned Joel’s head until 
all sanity and vision had left the boy? It made her 
something rather dreadfully powerful in his Ufe, for 
all their short acquaintance. He wondered again 
why he had told her about his life with Bettina, 
about the wound he had never recovered from. He 
reflected with rare inner honesty. There was no 
doubt the girl had something within her that could 
draw this all out of him. He was usually a most self- 
contained man. 

And she was so lovely! As he studied her absorbed 
profile now, he knew he had already surrounded 
her with an aura of sanctity, the aura of ownership 
by another, by another whom he loved. He had 
wanted her so poignantly, so ferociously, he had 
postponed things. He had toyed with the idea so 
long, the want itself had worn itself out in wanting. 
He felt his overworked, excited nerves and tense 
yearning body had enjoyed her; he had a feeling 
of satiety. No, he could not take her. Not after this 
talk. Perhaps some other night . . . 

He got out his own sketch pad and did a swift, 
brilliant study of her, as sW sat there in exquisite 
nudity, drawing the aloof plaster Venus. He did 
another, even wilder, more slashing study of her. 
He was pleased with the results. 

“How are you making out?” He moved close 
beside her, tantalizing himself with her nearness. 

“Well. . She squinted, as she had seen so many 
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“Of course not. I love women that way. But I do it 
because I hate. I start it because I hate. I start it. .. 
I wish I knew. Here, I’ll get you a pad and a pencil.” 
He was annoyed with himself for the unintended 
confession. “You'd better get to work. I wasn’t fool¬ 
ing when I said I’d teach you what I could. Let’s 


see— 


He brought out an easel and tried several places 
in the stu^o. There was a huge cast of a nude 
woman, a restful serene modem Venus, looming 
whitely in one comer. He placed the easel before 
this. “There she is,” he said, voice cynical again. 
"Woman. A heart of marble. The property of any 
one who will pay her price. She may be stolen in the 
night, and that marble smile is the same for the 
thief as for the owner—for the creator. Draw her. 
Draw her ugly. Draw her as hideous as she is. All 
shapely perfection, exquisite smiling head, breasts 
like yoimg moons with dugs to suckle the whimper¬ 
ing clouds, thighs like the shielding rocks above the 
spring of Helicon, a soul as solid as treachery. 
Name her Bettina, and draw her like a lascivious 
bitch of hell.” His voice had risen in furious denunci¬ 
ation. 

She studied bini with lidded appraising eyes. “You 
love her still.” 

“Good. I’m still showing it. She loved me and she 
showed it. Now, let’s forget it," He eased himself from 
the high strain. “You hold your pencil this way. You 
get down. , . He went into it with elaborate sim¬ 
plicity. Point by point he explained and she under¬ 
stood what he had to say. 

“If I only couldl” she breathed. 

“You will.” Once he had gotten her started, he 
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“No,” he replied without rancor. ‘T might have 
been. I don’t love now. I hate.” 

“Mr. Sladel" 

He nodded impartially. “I didn’t will it. It just 
happened to me.” 

“You hate me?” 

He rose unhappily and started pacing from end 
to end of the studio. “I don’t know. I suppose so. I 
hate life, everything in it, aU about it. It’s a hideous 
trap that catches us and we can’t do anthing about 
it. Flies stuck to flypaper. A fox, with his leg caught. 
Even if he gnaws it oflF, the trap will hold him for¬ 
ever, as he hmps about and into another trap. Even 
if it’s only the trap of death which waits for all of 
us. The trap of the need for food, for love, the trap 
of illness; the trap of age, which no man or woman 
escapes. Even a young death means passing .with 
more dreadful swiftness through the trap of age into 
the final trap of sleep." 

“You hate life?” she asked wonderingly. 

He laughed grimly. “I hate it and I love it too. 
My body adores it, even though my body hates the 
traps life has set for the body. My soul hates it, 
even though I can go on my knees with ecstasy before 
a Pinturicchio, a sunset, a moss in spore. My soul 
hates it and loves it too. Maybe hate is just love 
poisoned. Maybe love is just hate with its eyes 
blinkered. How can I tell?” 

She frowned. “I don’t believe you’re telling the 
truth.’’ Her simple youth could not take in the com¬ 
plexity of this man. “From what you said, ever since 
—since you stopped trusting women, you've been 
making love to other women. Surely that hasn’t 
been hateful or any punishment to youl” 
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“You cau’t, my dear, until you live. No one can.” 

“Until I— But, good heavens, what do you sup¬ 
pose I’ve been doing these nineteen yearsl” 

“Existing. Vegetating. You don’t begin to live 
until you’ve experienced life. Love, Until you’ve 
actually plumbed the depth of passion.” 

“You have?” she asked quietly. 

“Oh, yes. With Bettina,” he remarked callously. 
“Of course, I want you ifor my sake, first. That’s 
not why I’m going to take you.” 

“That’s not...” She had become so interested that 
all thought of defending herself had vanished. 
“What do you mean? Who said you are going to?” 

“You promised you would do whatever I asked—” 

She made a little moue. "Women change their 
miuds sometimes.” 

“Not you,” he said decisively. 

“But—but I don’t understand—jthen why?” 

“You’ve got to live,” he said plausibly, persuasively. 
"You’ve got to feel love before your soul can flower 
into any art.” He half-closed his eyes. “Do you think 
the world's great artists Uved without it? Michel¬ 
angelo, Leonardo, and the rest. They loved—in 
every way. Nothing was excluded. It depends on 
the depth of your love. If you give yourself wholly to 
it, you’ll be the greatest woman artist who ever lived. 
In some art, that is. Maybe merely the art of living. 
Maybe music, poetry, painting—I don’t know. I won’t 
know until I see where your talent lies. But it’s 
the price of being an artist.” He looked at her wide 
eyes, as she listened to him worshipfuUy. He wanted 
to gather her to him, to kiss those eyes— He restrained 
himself with difiBculty. 

"You are a great artist,” she said quietly. 
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She sat and sipped the second highball, at ease on 
the large modernistic davenport centered along a 
high vaulted wall of the studio. She was completely 
nude. He had found her so when he returned with 
the drinks. He sat in front of her, not beside her. He 
was in no hurry. This moment was too precious, 
too lingering-sweet. His soul dehghted in teasing 
his own body, in postponing its impetuosity to 
augment the fire within him. It was die most in¬ 
triguing situation he had ever found himself in. 

Wickedness was merely paying back to fife what 
life did to you. Bettina had taught him that. He 
owed it to ^ own self-respect, he told himself, to 
do to every woman what Bettina had done to him — 
to betray, to be an amorous Judas. Even his own son 
must be hurt in this never-ending process. Besides, 
it would do Joel good. He had not yet learned that 
women should not be trusted,‘that women always 
play a false role. The father owed his son this 
lesson before it was too late. He must suflfer as his 
father had done from overtrust in the over-frail. 
He would go ahead. Suddenly he realized he was 
brooding. 

“You want to be an artist—a great artist?” he asked 
deflecting his chain of thoughts completely. 

“If I only could.” 
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tion. “You can undress now,” He looked at her with 
a small frown. “You know, you’re a bit of a puzzle to 
me. I intend to find out more about you, if I can.” 
His face was now bland, disingenuous. “I hope you’ll 
be worth it. Tell me," he asked in order to forestall 
her question, “was Clink the first man you ever gave 
yourself to?” 

“Good heavens, yesl” She stopped with her dress 
around her neck; she leaned earnestly toward him. 
“You must know he was! I’d never even had a date 
with a man before that!” 

“Why did you let him have you?” he asked coolly, 
impersonally. 

“Why did . I- You mean, let him sleep with me? 
He—” She pondered this carefully, 

“Go ahead and strip, my dear. Fig-leaves were an 
anomaly in Eden. This is our nudist night. Yes, 
why?” 

“Well,” she blushed and slowly took the dress off, 
“I thought he was going to marry me. He even said 
that was what married people did, when I asked 
him. But he didn’t know I thought he meant we 
would get married.” She was trying to be scrup¬ 
ulously fair. 

He searched her face for guile, but there was 
none to be seen. “I see. You went ahead and did 
what married people do, and then found he stopped 
at that. Married people,” a spasm twisted his face, 
“sometimes do it with even casual acquaintances, 
you know.” 

She read Bettiha in his hurt eyes. “I know now," 
she said sadly. 
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never find it again. And so—the Egg is always after 
the chicken.” His pose of lightness returned. 

“You must have suffered dreadfully.” Alvis gazed 
at him with appalled eyes. She wanted to comfort 
him. To cradle his head against her breast, to qinr- 
mur something comforting and soothing to erase 
that stony look from his eyes. 

He shmgged bleakly. “No doubt it was good for 
me. It happened anyway. So that’s her room. I go 
in there, o^y when I want to. She’s at Woodstock 
for a week,” he remarked casually. “I like it better 
when she’s away.” 

“Harvey?” Alvis queried. 

“i^ot this time.” Acid dripped from his voice. 
“She never saw him after he left her. I suppose there 
have been others. I don’t ask. What business of mine 
is it now? You can only kill a thin g once.” 

“All women aren’t like that,” Alvis said insistently. 
She wanted to keep his face soft and tender as it had 
been when he kissed her, not grim as it was no^. 
It frightened her. 

“No? Well, maybe not, but,” he laughed coolly, 
“I’m a realist. No more romantic puppy stuff for me. 
I want to see things as they are, not as I want them 
to be.” 

“I wish I could understand half of what you say.” 
She was rueful. She stood a little in awe of this tal¬ 
ented and erudite man. Even though she was proud 
to be closely associated with him . To be his model. 
To have him want to kiss her because she was pretty 
and a woman. 

“Do you want to start now? I—I mean begin work- 
mg? 

“Right.” With an effort he shook off his abstrac- 
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her. She was a gorgeous creature, different from 
you, not so soft, not so feminine; almost masculine in 
pro^e with a slim lovely boy’s figure. Horsey, some 
men called her. Tailored. CMc. 

"Well, I loved her and trusted her absolutely. 
We’d been married about nine months when it hap¬ 
pened. There was a man I trusted too, a rather weak 
specimen with blarney on his lips and a snake 
for a tongue. One day I came back to my apart¬ 
ment and she wasn’t there. She had pinned a letter 
to me on a pin-cushion: 'Goodbye, Egg. Harvey 
and I are leaving for Paris. —Bets.’ I—I thought it 
was a joke, at first. It wasn’t. She had gone. And 
there was nothing for me to do, but go to hell." 
Naked pain was reflected in his eyes. The story had 
cost him something. 

She was quickly sympathetic. “How awfull" 

He shrugged. ‘Women are like that when you 
trust them. It didn’t last long," he said quietly. "Four 
months, and a little over. I got a cable from her. 
From Paris. Harvey had returned to America, alone. 
His money had run out and so he had left her. She 
had nothing. She didn’t ask me for help. She Just 
asked me to forgive her.” His voice was sardonic. 
“I wired her the money to retiun,” he continued 
aloofly, bleakly. “But there was a difference. I had 
trusted a woman once. Never again. I took her back, 
sure—she had nobody else to go to. But she had 
taught me a lesson—how a man ought to treat 
women. It was not the same although we are still 
married. Legally, I mean. But the thing that had 
made it a marriage was gone. Love—trust. She left 
that in Paris,” he said in a queer strained voice. "I'll 
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I try to be, Alvis said earnestly, "^Mother was 
always talking about nice girls— 

He was not interested in what her mother had 
said. "Don’t forget, then, you’re to try to be naughty, 
from now on. You will be nice to me, which means 
being naughty with me.” He laughed loudly at this. 
“Give me a kiss, as a promise, won’t youF’ 

“You’re a wicked man." She was demure. "But I 
will.” She placed her drink beside his on the end 
table, and came over to him. He slipped her on 
his lap and into his arms. It wasn’t hard to do: the 
drink had lent a warm persuasiveness to the situa¬ 
tion, and she was feeling the familiar melting sen¬ 
sation through her entire body. He tilted her head 
back on his shoulder and gazed earnestly into the 
lovely limpid eyes of blue. What a little queen I And 
as easy to get as an overripe fig hanging lowl His 
hand closed on her leg. It was a deliciously warm 
limb. 

She gasped when the loss came to its reluctant 
conclusion. She relaxed once more in his arms. “I 
think you’re wonderful-this place, and everything,” 
she said, letting her eyes survey with dreamy, 
drowsy satisfaction the rich surroundings. "Tell me, 
dear, Alvis said as she settled herself more 
comfortably in his arms, “you said one room was 
Bettina’s. Who is she?” 

His face grew queerly stem. “I’ll tel] you,” he said. 
There was something sardonic in his glance. As if 
he had been asked to bare an ugly wound in his 
soul. 

“Bettina is a woman,” he said quietly. “She was a 
girl once—when I married her. She’s not Joel’s 
mother. She had died. I loved her when 1 married 
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It’s smooth. It’s subtle. It will grow hair on your 
chest. What about it?” 

She giggled. “I’d love to try one. What an ap¬ 
palling thought!” 

“There is much about me that is appalling, you’ll 
find.” He said this gravely. “In me, my dear, lies 
the answer to one of man’s oldest enigmas.” His tone 
was casual as he subtly attempted to quiet her sus¬ 
picions. "In me lies the answer to the question, 
which came first the chicken or the egg.” 

“Oh, I’ve heard that,” she said, her eyes spark¬ 
ling. “I’ve always adored riddles. Let’s see. Which 
came?—The egg, I suppose. Because certainly a 
chicken comes out of an egg.” She pleaded for his 
approval. 

‘Wrong,” he said triumphantly. “Quite wrong. 
Remember, I am the Egg to you, to the world. Hie! 
chicken came first.” 

“You mean, because the chicken has to lay the 
egg?” she was still puzzled. 

He chuckled perversely. 

“I suppose there’s a joke there,” she said, her 
eyes clouded. “You’re always— Oh, I see.” She 
blushed. “But you didn’t mean a chicken with feath¬ 
ers, and I did.” 

“Quite right, my dear. Tve never tried a chicken 
with feathers yet. The other sort are quite satis¬ 
factory.” He grinned. 

Her blush crimsoned her entire face now. “I 
understand now. I think it’s rather naughty, isn’t 
it?” 

“All nice things are naughty. That’s what makes 
them nice. You’re nice, aren’t you?” 
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to refuse him or hold him at ann’s length as Edna 
had advised her to. 

“I want you to feel entirely at home here.” Slade 
let his arm girdle her slim waist. "You haven’t seen 
all of the place yet,” he said tantalizingly. 

“I never saw such a lovely place,” Alvis said al¬ 
most reverentially. “Is there still more of it? You 
seem to have everything anyone could want.” 

“With you here, I have,” he replied smoothly, 
“Here’s the library.” He led her through the ornate 
richness of it. And here, just beyond, is my bed¬ 
room. Our bedroom,” he said quietiy. 

She gasped. “I didn’t—” 

He spoke over her feeble protest. "Well come to 
that later. Here’s one of the bathrooms~the jade 
one—” 

“Marvelous—” 'The words were automatic. Her 
mind was still reeling from the shock of his last 
sentence. 

Across the hall are Bettina’s bedroom and the 
one Joel us^ to occupy, and at the rear are the but¬ 
ler s pantry and bar, the kitchen, the maid’s room 
and bath. But this is where we stop." Slade stood 
before an exquisite little bar of inlaid native woods, 
pyramided in the modem style, and with a glitter 
of crystal any professional bar would have envied. 
“Now what shall it be?” 

“Whatever you want.” Docilely her soul repeated 
it. 

He smiled a little cynically. That would be her 
stock answer. A swell wife for his son, or indeed 
anyonel His tones curved graciously. “Have you 
ever tried an Amer Ficon highball with grenadine? 
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would sell her virtue, her body, her soul for a feW 
extra dollars an hour. This woman his son was going 
to marry! He repeated it Uke a litany, relishing it 
more and more each time he said it to himself. 

She was saying now, “I think you’re marvelous to 
do this for me.” 

"You will have to be very obedient, and do just 
what I ask of you.” He deliberately underlined the 
words. 

She turned a little pale. She had found out what 
men wanted, and it had nothing to do with mar¬ 
riage, as she had once thought It did. “Ill try,” she 
whispered. * 

"You can start by giving me a kiss, he said ex¬ 
ultantly. 

She smiled a little mistily at him and came over 
to where he stood. 

He slipped his arms warmly around her, letting 
one hand weave thrilling tunes up and down her 
sensitive spine, under the sunple little frock. He 
lowered his open lips upon hers. 

“Well, now, darling,” Slade said jovially when he 
finall y removed his mouth from hers, “you’re going 
to get four dollars an hour from me while I teach 
you to draw—quite a bit difierent from most art 
schools, eh?” He chuckled. "You’ll have to pose 
for me once in a while. In fact, why don’t you take 
your clothes off now and pose while you leam?” His 
eyes were moist and shining. “I could make a sketch 
or two. Good idea?” 

She smiled up at him in helpless uncertainty. She 
was keenly aware of her inability to cope with this 
suave, sophisticated person. She did not know how 
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a friendly smile. Tm used to it and it won’t be 
that late.” 

“She’ll be all right,” Slade reassured. 

She went to the door to see Joel ofiE when he had 
finished his drink. “I can never thank you enough,” 
she said, eyes limpid with gratitude. “Four dollars an 
hourl” 

“He’s a prince,” Joel said fondly. “You couldn’t 
be in better hands. Just leave every thin g to him. 
There’s hardly anybody else he’d do this for. And 
I mean it. If you knew how I had to plead with 
himi You owe him a lot.” 

“Oh, yes.” Alvis felt her heart sinking. “I’ll do 
just what he wants.” 

“Goodnight,” Joel said very quietly. 

She knew he wanted to Idss her and wondered a 
little why he didn’t. She would have liked that. But 
he left her with only a firm handshake. 

She came back into the studio to Egbert Slade. 

He regarded her with interest. She was a knock- 
outl No question about it. How could a man help but 
fall for her? He had never seen more natural beauty 
in any girl, model or otherwise. And rotten to the 
core, like all women, he reflected cruelly. But he was 
going to have a lot of fun getting down to that core, 
he promised himself. 

“This is a pleasure.” His eyes seemed to be antici¬ 
patory. “So you want me to teach you how to drawl” 
Again he studied her, methodically drawing nearer 
and nearer to her. 

“If you only would I” 

“And you will pose for me at four dollars an 
hour.” He had seen her face light up at this. Glink 
couldn’t be paying her more than two dollars. She 
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pictures. Did he think?- “Oh, I’m willing all right,” 
she said a little hurriedly. “I don’t know that I’ll he 
any good.” 

“While IVe got her here, I wondered if I comdnt 
have her pose for me a bit, Slade suggested ur¬ 
banely. “You said she wanted to pick up some extra 

money at private work— 

“That would be great. Dad! Don t you think so, 
Alvis?” He looked with eager adoring eyes at the 
girl. A blind man could see, Egbert Slade reflected, 
that Joel was out of his head about her. His own son, 
crazy about an attractive little twirp who thought 
nothing of spending the night with any man who 
asked her to. He looked from his son to the lovely 
soft figure of the girl, as she stood there beside the 
boy. This girl his son wanted to marry. And what 
would Joel say, if he could see the pictures reposing 
in the pocket. It was an amusing situation, Slade 
thought ironically. He certainly mustn t miss a 
chance like this to find out all he could about her. 
It was a play, from a man’s point of view, fraught 
with delicious possibilities. 

“I pay my models four dollars an hour,” he said, 
gravely. “I wish it were more. Though it may be 
more than you’ve been making. 

Her heart gave a Bttle leap. Twice as much as 
Ghnk paid herl She wondered if that had been what 
Edna meant, when she talked about picking up 
things. “That would be awfully nice,” she smiled. 

“Want me to come by for you, honey,” Joel hur¬ 
ried over it, feeling he was being very daring to 
call her that, “when you’re through, and take you to 
Brooklyn? It may be late. ...” 

“Oh, no, I can take the subway,” Alvis said with 
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“I shoiild think it would be I” She was awed. 

He glanced almost furtively in the direction in 
which Joel had disappeared, then came closer to 
the girl, eyes intimately lowered. He pulled some¬ 
thing out of his pocket—a stiff square envelope. It 
was the set of pictures Glink had taken of her the 
first night in his studio. She glanced at them with 
startled interest. 

"I didn’t know you had the pictures, Mr. Slade.” 
She was puzzled. 

“You don’t want me to show him diese, do you?” 
His eyes probed her. 

“Why— He hasn’t seen them yet, has he?” She 
fenced for time. She wondered how Joel would react 
to the photographs. It was beginning to dawn on 
her that they might be construed as an invitation. 

“Never mind, darling.” His voice was a purr. “The 
old man doesn’t teU tales out of school You don’t 
mind my having them, I hope?” 

“No,” Alvis replied a litUe uncertainly. “If you 
really want them. They’re not very flattering—" 

“They suit me. Oh, here he comes.” Slade re¬ 
placed them with swift deftness into his pocket. 

“Your girl was just telling me she thought this 
was a studio. I told her she ought to see the one 
over Grand Central Terminal where I do the mur¬ 
als,” he continued blandly. 

“It is a beauty, though.” Proudly Joel served each 
a clinking frosted glass and reserved the third one 
for himself. “Well, here she is, Dad, just as I said. 
If you can just give her a start. . . 

"I imagine I can, if she is willing,” Slade said 
with a ghost of a wink at the tense girl. 

She glanced again at the pocket- which held the 
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little queen.” He swung her up in his arms and held 
her there. 

The lights in the studio: they wouldn’t make any 
difFerence. Besides, he could turn them out later. 
He strode through the library with his wonderful 
burden and into the room beyond. 


11 

Alvis felt sponged all clean and pure as she lay 
beside Egbert Slade on his bed. GUuk was forgotten, 
everything else was forgotten. She was a girl bud¬ 
ding into woman, and here was the man to change 
her, to transform girl into woman. Lady into fox 
is not nearly so pleasant, for all that a book was 
written about it. Girl into woman is the real miracle. 

Out of her weakness, her inability to cope with 
his superior and mature understanding; out of her 
lack of confidence, her inability to say no to him, 
she had unexpectedly experienced a radiance as 
bright as a burst of sunlight. 

It was not quite so with Egbert Slade. His own 
motives were far more twisted. Long ago, except for 
his young wife Bettina’s stabbing treachery, he 
would have wearied of playing the cicerone, of 
guiding the fumbling feet of girlhood over the 
threshold of womanhood. 

The time had come when, normally, Egbert woiJd 
want more mature women—women who knew the 
richness of the loVe experience, and were not per¬ 
petually dewy-eyed, waiting to be taught the kinder¬ 
garten approaches to the most sophisticated and eru- 
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dite of man’s bodily needs. But bis wife had spoiled 
^ that, and made him perpetually the adolescent in 
his' desire. He felt he could only establish his 
scarred manhood by dangling gory new female 
scalps for his own soul to see. 

At the very last moment with Alvis, his mood had 
ch^ged once again. He felt he had to defend his 
actions. Dazedly, as hjs touch and her answer woke 
the two of them to the heights, he tried to remem¬ 
ber what could justify this act. No woman could 
be trusted, he frantically told himself. She was not' 
worth his son’s little finger. He must prove to his 
son she was untrustworthy. It was necessary, it was 
right to show his son that she was soiled. He told 
himself this was his way of keeping Joel from 
marrying the girl 

And all the time, a perverse something in his soul 
cried aloud that this was not true. She was beauti¬ 
ful, she was clean, she was good. 

You must learn to love,” he panted into her 
blurred hearing, “Great in life has always been great 
in love." 

adore you," she whispered. 

And always, after this,” he went on, more and 
more wildly feverish, when you pose for me, when 
again I see the full moon rising above the discarded 
clouds, mine again, mine againi” 

Always I Always!” Her senses were swimming. 

Somewhere, back in his disordered mind, his 
pulsating emotions, was the knowledge he was 
doing a forbidden thing. This girl whose body sang 
to his need was already, in his mind, his son’s wife. 

"My darling!” he murmured over and over again. 
And then later, “Bettinal” But she did not even 
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know he was calling another name. She was past 
knowing anything. 

Almost a week elapsed before Glink asked her to 
pose for him again privately. 

The next morning he asked, “How’s your other 
private posing getting on?" 

“Oh, splendidly.” She sat at ease in his ample 
bed, careless that the shielding sheet had slipped 
down, and that no bacchante could have shown 
more luscious twin moons beneath more magical 
shoulders. “What with you, and Mr. Slade and 
Paul Laval, and a few more.” 

“YouVe been before the class for three weeks, 
now,” he said quietly. "You’re on your feet. And, of 
course, the class can’t draw the same model for¬ 
ever.” 

Her breathing seemed to stop for a moment. She 
read in his silence what was unspoken. “You mean— 
you mean you don’t want me anymore?” 

“Oh, I want you, all right, but a class has to have 
fresh models to draw. You’ve already been here 
longer than most. Of course, this hasn’t a thing to 
do with our private sittings.” 

“B-but-can I earn enough?” The spectre of pov¬ 
erty that always haunted her was back again. 

“You’ll earn more,” he explained plausibly. “What’s 
twenty-five dollars a week? IU make your private 
work four dollars an hom, from now on. That s the 
usual rate. That or better. You’ll still have your other 
work and a lot of time on your hands to find new 
jobs. It will be more profitable for you. You can’t 
limit yourself merely to classwork. There’s no future 
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“No, I~I guess not. Wh-whenr It was torture to 
bring it out, the whole thing was so unexpected. 
She had somehow assumed the job would go on 
forever. She needed it. She needed the moneyi 
How could she get along without it? 

"This is Tuesday, Wednesday, I mean. I’ve al¬ 
ready hired a little girl— She saw one of my ads, 
and came around.” 

“You’ve been advertising again?” AJvis was fu¬ 
rious, ready to kill him for this treachery, 

“Of course.” He was surprised. “She hasn’t got 
nearly the figure you have. A queer, skinny little 
thing named Jennie Meagher. Jinny Meagher, she 
likes to be called,” Alvis loiew now what Clink was 
thinking about when he licked his lips in that way. 
“You can take the class Thursday. I’ll tell her to 
come Saturday. The rest will do you good.” 

“Yes.” Her voice was a whisper. “Of course, I’ll 
rest. Of course.” She slowly fitted it into her altered 
plans. 

After half an hour—for he had seen the pain on 
her face and it had excited him—she slowly bared 
the results of her frightened thoughts. 

You said you could contact some other artists, 
who might want me for some private modeling.” 

“That’s right, I did. It won’t be hard. We’re al¬ 
ways getting requests.” He was satiated now. No 
need for him to worry about any one’s needs. 

Egbert Slade. Paul. Clink—as long as she could 
keep him interested. One older student who had 
spoken to her about posing when she had extra 
time. Joel’s roommate, Roy, who had taken her 
telephone number. She could get along, somehow. 

When she got back to Brooklyn, to Mrs. Kenyon’s, 
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she searched her handbag, her papers, until she 
found the scrawled number the student had given 
her. 

“Mr. Annitage? This is Alvis Maiming. You know, 
the model at the Ecole des Artes. You said some¬ 
thing about wanting me to pose for you? Oh, you 
still do? That's marvelous. I’m giving up the class- 
work, Saturday night and I thought ... It s a date 
then.” 

Well, that was that. She didn’t have Roy's num¬ 
ber. Whatever his last name was. Joel would know. 
She would see Joel tomorrow night. Or she might 
go by and see him over on MacDougal. That might 
be the best way. She oughtn’t to wait too long. The 
earth might cave in beneath her feet. She took the 
subway over, after a short hour s nap, and arrived 
about two o'clock. 

She remembered the house and studied the beU 
thoughtfully a long time. “Dupre. Slade.” That was 
it. Well, she had to live. If only Glink had waited 
a month or so until she got somewhere with her 
own art work! She had had only two lessons with 
Egbert Slade and while he said she had done 
wonders, she knew how slowly her technique was 
developing, how difficult was the job facing her. Her 
face stiffened, her lips grew thin and hard. Ghnk 
had not waited. He was getting a new model and 
it was up to her not to lose_ courage. She rang the 
bell, 

“Hello,” a voice called down the stairwell. Who 
is it?” 

“It’s me. Alvis Manning.” She recognized Joels 
voice at once. 
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AlvisI Joel called delightedly. “Where in the 
world did you come from? Come right on up I” 

He had composed himself somewlut by the time 
she climbed the three flights of stairs and reached 
his apartment. He took her hand with a searching 
look at her face. ‘Anything the matter?” His shyness 
had evaporated in the face of her possible need. 

He seemed so firm, so sure, so rocldike, as he 
stood there smiling at her. She wanted to fling her¬ 
self into his comforting arms. “Oh, no. That is, y— 
yes.” She felt herself go all wobbly inside. “It's 
nothing much. But I thought you might be able to 
help me. you’ve been so kind to me in the past.” 

“Anything I can do.” His eyes were hungrily drink¬ 
ing in her troubled loveliness. “What in the world’s 
the matter?” 

“It’s Glink." She was trembling and her eyes had 
misted perceptibly. 

“Glinkl If that rotter made a pass at you—” He 
tightened his fist as his whole body stiffened. 

Oh, no, nol It isn’t that at all. He’s always been 
perfectly marvelous to me that way. It isn’t that. 
But he— They’ve got to have a new m-model for 
the class, he says.” She had to fight to keep her 
voice steady, the tears back. 

“O-oh! So that’s iti” He was warmly sympathetic. 
*Well, I don t know that Tm entirely sorry. Except 
for your sake. What are you planning to do?” 

She made an attempt to shrug lightly. “Modeling 
is all I know how to do. Private work, I suppose. I 
don’t see anything else—” 

Dam it, I hate like hell to see you wasting your 
time like that I But I suppose you’ve got to. Of course. 
Dad’s paying you-—” 
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“And Glink—he still wants me for private work. 
And that Mr. Armitage, the quiet man from up- 
town— 

“He’s all rightl” 

She flushed with pleasure at the obvious relief in 
his voice. “And Paul Laval, I suppose. Thats all 
for the time being. You said something about your 
roommate—” 

“Of coursel That’s it, of course—why you’re here, 
I mean. What a dumb sap I ami Roy will be tickled 



“He’s in there shaving now. The la^yj |bijm,,jBleep- 


ing all hours like this, when Iv^'ib^n up three 
hours glrefltiyl Alvis, I wish I could take care of 
you. . .He looked all he didn’t quite dare to say. 

Alvis stiffened abruptly. This was what Edna 
Buzzell had warned her to be on guard against: the 


men who merely wanted to keep you. Alvis had 
never even heard of a kept woman until Edna had 
gone into detail about it. It doesnt pay, Edna 


had said cynically. “The moment a mans sure of 
you. . . . Keep them guessing; that’s my system.” 
Alvis shook her head slightly. She had suspected 
Joel on occasion before. He had hinted at things. It 
was the only thing that kept her from trusting him 
completely. 

“Oh no, thank you, JoeL Don’t trouble yourself. 
I can look out for myself,” she said, half bravely, 
half pathetically. 

He looked mournfully at her. “I was afraid you 
wouldn’t want me to. I’m not really on my feet yet. 
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although Dad’s very good to-keeps me m spaghetti 
anyhow” 

^ Abruptly he turned toward the closed bathroom. 

Come on out and see the girl I’ve got for youl 
Come out and meet your new model, Roy!” 

“Girl? Model?” With a quizzical grin, Roy Dupre 
emerged in his undershirt and trousers, wiping the 
last vestiges^ of shaving cream from his handsome 
face. “Oh, it’s our little queen of the ViUagel Come 
on, give papa a kissl" With nonchalant ease, he 
swung her into his arms and kissed her full on the 
lips, it gave Joel a pang to see the girl he adored 
in another man’s ^s, although he knew the kiss 
was typical of Roy s affectionate eifuberant personal¬ 
ity, and meant absolutely nothing. 

How lovely she looked, he thought, pressed against 
Roys chest, her face uptilted, her eyes half closed, 
laughing up at him. If only Joel himself could muster 
up the courage to hold her like that. He deliberately 
turned his back on these thoughts. It was much too 
early for them. It was a swell idea getting Roy to 
use her as a model. She would certainly be safe in 
Roy s hands, once Joel let him understand how much 
she meant to him. How serious he was about marry¬ 
ing her as soon as he could make her love him. 

He licked nervous lips. “I wish that was happen¬ 
ing to me, Roy!” 

Roy chuckled. “Honestly, Alvis, he’s so shy. Ill 
bet my shirt he’s never kissed a girl in his whole 

life! How about your being a good sport and giving 
him a kissl” or 6 6 

She didn’t want to. Not like this anyway. She 
didn’t quite understand her feeling for Joel. But it 
was something specif, not like anything she felt for 
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any other man. And it was not casual. Of that,s3ie 
was certain. She let Joel’s tentative hands her 
loosely, and on swift reconsideration, offered him 
her cool cheek to kiss. He smacked a trifle too 
loudly for his own peace of mind. 

“You call that a IdssI” scoffed Roy. “Come on, 
baby, let’s show him what a real kiss is!” He grabbed 
her into his embrace again. His hands grasped her 
famUiarly around the waist and pressed her tightly 
against him, until she could feel the tense pressure 
of his body. She tried to draw back, but he would 
have none of it. He laughed a little as she tried to 
struggle and bent his head, pressing his lips to hers. 
Automatically, she opened her lips and even moved 
her tongue a little, the way Gl^ had taught her 
to. The next moment she drew back. She mustn’t 
begin to let herself enjoy it. It would be too hard 
to ^eep her head. 

Joel felt again a faint twinge of jealousy. He 
quickly repressed it. It was all right, so long as Roy 
didn’t understand just how he felt. Onc^ he made 
that clear . . . 

He cleared his throat. “She’s on her own, now, 
no more class work. You said something about using 
her for a model the last time—” 

Roy's eyes widened with interest. “You bet I will! 
When are you free, Alvis?” 

"Well, Saturday night. I’m not posing for the 
class." 

“I won’t even be here," said Joel. ‘ That s the 
night I’m driving with Dad up to our place at West- 
port. The apartment will be yours. But don’t tire 
her out. She has only done three hours before the 
class— 
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Ill probably tire her out, before I’m through with 
with a gleeful ribald side wink at 
Joel. “But well see. At eight o’clock then, Alvis?" 

That will be four dollars an hour, Roy,” said Joel 
firmly. Shes a regular professional now.” 

And 111 bet she s worth it,” said his roommate, 
surveying her shrewdly. “See you then-_” 

Alvis left the apartment, a lot happier than when 
she came. 

"I’m going to marry that girl,” said Joel thought¬ 
fully as he packed his pipe. “That's why I’m so 
anxious to help her get on her feet.” 

“You’re going to- Come on, Joell What the hell 
do you know about her? You know as well as I do 
what models are. Any man—” 

Joel stiffened. There was a dangerous glint in his 
eyes. "She’s entirely different. I do know her. Never 
in a milhon years would she let a man get within an 
inch of her. She s as straight as they come.” 

Roy shrugged. “I'll take your word for it. But I’m 
willing to bet that it wouldn’t take much persuading 
for a man to get all he wanted from her. Did you 
see the way she kissed me?” 

Joel shivered. That didnt mean a thing. She’s so 
darned young and innocent, she doesn’t even know 
what it means.” 

"Well, boy, if you’re so sure, I’ve got five bucks 
says shes a pushover Saturday night if I really go 
after her.” ^ ^ 

“I told you I was going to marry her if she'll have 
me. I know I’m right about her. Of course I won’t 
bet. It would be simply stealing your money.” He 
w^ trying hard to control his anger. 

Well, if you feel that way about it,” Roy remarked 
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coolly, “go ahead and steal a five-spot You haven’t 
the nerve to let me tryl” 

“Go ahead and try. I don’t mind. I’d like to see 
you get your face slapped,” Joel said firmly. “A 
kiss doesn’t mean a thing.” 

Roy lifted his eyebrows in amusement. He re¬ 
membered suddenly what Ivan Bloch said: the girl 
who lets a man kiss her opened lips is never able to 
refuse him anything he wants. It was a sucker’s bet. 
“I’ll try, then. It’ll be worth a fiver to see what she 
says. When you get a girl naked, you know— I sup¬ 
pose you’re so sure you want me to really try to—” 

“Sure,” Joel interrupted. “Try. But the money’s as 
good as mine already.” He smiled wryly. 

“And if she acquiesces you’ll still many her?” 

“I know damn well she won’t,” Joel said proudly. 
“I’d stake my life on it. Of course, I’m going to 
marry her-if. she’ll have me. I haven’t worked up 
the nerve to ask her yet.” 

“Want me to ask her for you?” Roy teased. 

“You go to hell!” 

“No doubt. And say, boy, let me tell you, I sure 
am looking forward to Saturday! 


12 

At seven-thirty^ on Satnrdayj Alvis arrived at the art 
school as usual. Glink had asked her to help break 
in the new model* She had phoned Roy and ex^ 
plained she would be a little late* When she got to 
the school, she found the new class model, a wide- 
eyed mouselike Uttle creature^ already there. 
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“Hello, dearie,” the girl greeted Alvis familiarly, 
when Edna introduced diem. “I’m all set for the dirty 
work to begin. Where do I park my pantiesr 

‘Ill show you,” Alvis said, trying her best to be 
gracious. She started toward the dressing room. 

Edna Buzzell called her back. "Just tell Miss 
Meagher to go ahead and wait for you, honey,” 
she said. “I’ve got a message for you.” 

“A message?” 

Edna winked mysteriously, with a mod of her 
head toward the new girl who had gone on. "Just 
get an eyeful of that hard-boiled babyl Say, she 
could teach them all tricks. She put me in my place 
right away. I cant say that Glink is always such a 
good picker.” 

"What did she do?” 

Edna shook her head. You’ll get her line, soon 
enough. Of all the pert little so-and-so’s.” 

Jinny Meagher, with a petulant sneer on her tiny, 
flawless features, stood with her arms on her hips, 
surveying the dressing room. “Is this the best this 
dump can afford? Hell, those screens must have 
been on the arkl What a dirty hole.” She examined 
the kimonos and other robes. “I suppose I’ve got to 
wear one of these. I’m afraid they’ll crawl right off 
me,” she said scornfully. 

“I always wore one,” said Alvis, smoothly. "You’ll 
find them all clean, except for a little dust maybe.” 

“What kind of joint is this, dearie?” She yanked 
down several of the robes and finally chose the gaud¬ 
iest of all—a flame-colored one. 

“Just what do you mean?” Alvis liked her less and 
less, the more she saw of her. Clink’s taste cer- 
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tainly was deteriorating, if this were the best he 
could select. 

“I suppose the men all get fresh with you. Just like 
that boss-man GUnkenpeel did. I told him where to 
get offl Told him nothing doing, until he talks busi¬ 
ness with little Jinny." 

•Wiy—I suppose a girl gets what she's looking 
for.” Alvis made an attempt at sophisticated patter. 

“Well, I’m not looking for any pawing, and that's 
a cinch. I’ve had enough of that already. It’s all right 
for a kid growing up. But when a girl wants to go 
places she’s got to be careful and not let a man 
touch her, unless there is something in it for her. 
How are they—well fixed? The fellows in the class, 

I mean.” 

“Some,” said , Alvis quietly. Edna was right. This 
girl could give her some lessons. 

Jinny continued. “I’m on the lookout for Num¬ 
ber One, dearie, and I don’t mean maybe. It’s about 
time, I figure, that I got hooked up with a regular 
guy_I*ve played around long enough.” 

“I think you can find enough men who like to 
play around here, if you look hard enough. For 
the life of her Alvis could not restrain the sarcastic 
comment. This girl really rubbed her the wrong 
way. 

“Get this straight- I’m looking for lettuce, this 
time. If I can just sink my hooks in some fellow 
who has enough dough, I’ll teach him what spend¬ 
ing means! I don’t scatter myself,” She continued in 
a superior tone, “Even when I let the boys rehearse 
necking, I know where to make them stop. Are most 
of them married?” she asked, probing for informa¬ 
tion. 



144 STUDIO AFFAIR 

"Why, er, I honestly never asked them ” 

"Well, it doesn't much difference. I’d rather 
have an apartment and a drawing account in my 
own name, than a wedding ring. If you just get a guy 
fixed right, you’ve got him for life. A guy with real 
dough, I mean. You get something on him, and he’ll 
keep on paying till he gets writer’s cramp. Yeah, a 
girl who's fixed like that can have a lot better time 
than a married woman. And if the man’s already 
married, all the better. I get' my nights off then,” she 
added, with a cold giggle, “and maybe have a few 
gentleman friends on the side. What’s bread for the 
gander is butter for the goose, and I don’t mean 
maybe. You just watch me!” 

“I wiU,” said Alvis quietly. For sheer, imadulter- 
ated crude conniving, this girl was incomparable. 
“You’d better get ready, it’s five of- Ah, here’s 
GlinkI” 

But little Jinny Meagher was ahead of her. “Hello, 
big boy,” she came ogling over to him, trailing the 
fiame robe, obviously unbuttoned at the top. “Well, 
I’m here like I said I would be. This is a hell of a 
joint for a real lady!” 

He chuckled and winked over her shoulder at 
Alvis. “Give us a kiss. Jinny.” 

C.O.D., she replied with a saucy toss of her 
head. ^ 

Is that sol” He got the kiss and forgot to collect 
one from Alvis too, he was so aroused by the little 
model squirming against him. Alvis was relieved 
that she had been forgotten. Her stomach was churn¬ 
ing. The whole scene was revolting. Couldn’t Glink 
see?— 
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“She seems to have posed before, Alvte said 
coolly to him. “She s been telling me things. 

“Oh, she’s a wise baby, all right,” he chuckled^ 
"I’ll take her in. If you’ve got anydiing else to do—.” 

“You'll let me know when you need me again 
for private work?” 

He lifted his head to postpone her Indefinitely. 
One sight of her changed that. She looked so wist- 
ful: and, by now, he knew the wistfulness was ^ot 
inspired by him. Money was the reason. He had 
sensed how those sessions after the posing had 
violated her soul After all, a girl like Jinny Meagher 
was obvious and flat compared to the depths of 
Alvis. 

“What about Monday?” GHnk asked suddenly. 

“I’m posing tonight; and Monday Mr. Armitage 
has me,” she said confidently. “Tuesday lYs Egbert 

Slade again—^ 
“Armitage is pretty proper,” he speculated. Nice 

chap, but.—” 

“I’m posing for him, that s all. She was firm, 

“Tomorrow—Sunday?” 

She smiled. “Paul Laval is doing something more 
on those Candide pictures with me.” 

“The hell you sayl We’re getting populw, all of a 
sudden. Not' that there isn’t good re^on.” He grin¬ 
ned. “I hate to wait till Wednesday.” 

“That would be all right-” She was afraid of 
losing all contact with him now. 

“I know damn well Egg Slade will keep you at 
it, till aU hours,” GUnk said with a gross laugh. "Say, 
What time will you finish with Armitage, Monday? 

“Oh, by ten-thirty or eleven, anyhow.” She was 
troubled now by his insistence. 
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“I’ll drift by his shop about ten and take you off 
with me." 

*WeU— She was uncertain, 

Remember, it s four dollars an hour now. You’re 
a professional,” he pointed out. 

Her face cleared. “That will be swell, Clink. See 
you then.” 

“See you then." 

She left, with a sense of vast relief. 

Itoy Dupre was exuberant when she arrived at 
^ Ae studio on Macdougal Street. "Well, if it isn’t the 
"ttle (jueen, herselfl Come right in and make your¬ 
self at home-your home, from now on,” he said with 
a gallant bow, a mocking, sweeping gesture, his 
h^d on his heart. "Come here'’and give papa a 
kissi His arms widened invitingly. 

Alvis tensed. Clink had used the very same words 
not long before. And the sheU in which she had 
sheathed herself in her dealings with him was still 
too thin, too brittle. A hard cynical look crossed her 
face. You had to give men a little, Edna had pointed 
out. You had to jolly them along somehow,.if you 
wanted to keep getting appointments to pose. Be¬ 
sides, a kiss was nothing. Only she must watch her 
step. She must keep her head all of the time. She 
could not afford to repeat her mistakes. 

After all, Roy wasn’t Clink. He was a lot younger, 
a lot nicer. Joel had said he was a good guy. And 
she had let him kiss her once, twice, already, in 
front of Joel. She slipped into his arms, just as be¬ 
fore, and let his hand girdle her and squeeze her to 
1^. His hands pressed her so firmly against his body 
that clothes seemed an impertinence. She could al- 
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most feel his body against her skin. Her head was 
back against his shoulder. She let his opened Hps 
nuzzle within her own. while her warm dewy Uttle 
tongue moved passionately in answer to the move¬ 
ments of his. She pretended to keep on doing it, but 
she began to stiffen her line of defenses. She was 
going to keep her head this time, she vowed. 

“My, but you’re sweet. I could sure fall for you, 
baby! Give me your hat and coat . . . We’re gomg 
to have a swell time tonight! 

She hid from him the sudden indignant, startled 
look. What he had in mind was only too plam. She 
would get nowhere at this rate. Edna had insisted 
on that and Edna knew. If she ever hoped to get 
married, she would have to guard herself more 


rigidly than ever. 

“I think it will be a lot of fun, she said blan^y. 
“You know. I’ve never posed for ads before. Ciga¬ 


rettes, isn't it?” » 4 . 1 , „ 

“Sure. A new brand. They’re gomg to put them 

over with a bang, and I’m to be right in xrith them 
from the start. Come on, let’s see what the ceUar 


has” 

She watched him while he blended gin and ver 
mouth and added ice and poured in the ginger ale. 
“That looks good," she said smiling. ^ 

He handed her the finished concoction. Cheenol 
“Salud.” She was very proud that she had learned 

the toasts in five languages already. , . . , 

“And now,” Roy said when they were back m the 
studio, “you might as well take them off and lets 

std.rt ” 

She stiffened. “For cigarette ads? You don’t need 
a nude. You don’t use my figure in the ad, do your 
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continued, stfll e:mberant, 
wi? P°®® for me, she poses.” 

Who else had said that to her? She could not quite 

^ sketches of you 

rst, to see just what poses well use. Don't tlink 

latest fashion show photos.” He waved neglgently 
toward a pde of booklets, “And I’ll pick out th! best 
^d draw them on. Joel says you’re the best looking 

seffor myS 

T ®® flustered. “Though 

malf ”f sighed. He was going to 

m^e It more difficult for her than she had anL- 

Tf livelihood. She had to do it 

If she ^dn t, how in the world could she ever earn 

L n\ bid or 

?ht Tl ^ ^® ^ see her. 

.h mistake with Glink, when 

dilf marriage. Egbert Slade was 

^erent: there was a real reason there. He said a 

Tl So^g to be a great artist had to find 

out wh^ love was like. But that was enough. 

his drink and watched 
Ae petals faU one by one. Why, it was a cinchl And 
Joel intended to majy this girl. The guy must be 
nutsi Sure, who wouldnt want a date wiA her-she 
was as easy as they come. But marriage was quite 
another subject. And that poor dope had bet him 
five bucks he couldn’t make it with her. Wlw she 
was a pushover! And Joel was completely out of it! 
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Rov crew more and more excited as he saw her 
girlish bveliness slowly stripped of the 
garments. “Brother” he exceed, ^ 

tiest model I ever sawl Joel was absolutely nght 
m simply have to fire all^^the rest, and use you for 
everything, from now on I ^ 

“I think you're sweet, Roy. 

He came near her and drew her j 

“Now for a real Mss.” His voice was a htUe huskier 

did not know how to refuse him. She t^ 
to fight off yielding to the soft languor, the wana 
sweetness, the ecs4sy of the Mss and the way he 

held her. She felt as though ^ 

and tugged at. It was cruel to have her ^ 
maVtLched and pressed that way. It ^ atoo^t 
Sible for a heMthy girl to resist it, pd he 
miS know it. She continued 
maybe he was trying to make it , 

to resist his caresses. Well, she wodd show 

He let her go after a long Mss. Now let s ^e . . • 
We’re going to have you sitting m a swan^ 
cL puffing a cigarette. Here, Ill fight one^for you 
. . We'll put you in this big comfortable chair, md 
simply imagine you’re in a car. After alh I co 
Sg a n J sedL tato the studio.” Hi, fingers we^ 
trenffifing with nervousness, as he touched ® 
felt his agitated emotions, and it did not make e 
£v oi Sing her own in check any easiej. Wth 
Tsintog heal, she realized that he touched her 
iust^Gfink did. It was things like made 

it so appallingly hard to be a model. Why coul^ t 
they Mt^her alLe? Why did she have to fight to 
keep her person inviolate? 
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\^en he finally let her loose she felt as though 
had teen through a battle already. She felt utterly 
^traught Never in a million years must she let him 
know her feelings. As he drew her, she began to 
regam wntrol of herseE She had to keep her^head. 
She had to keep her headi ^ 


He her position twice, each time caressing 

her soft skm. He kept at the sketching for almost 
two ho^. ^fore he laid aside the last attempt 
wth a sigh of satirfaction and said, “Well, that’s that 
WU call It two hours. And now Miss Model may 

Im a little chilly. I’d better put on my clothes ” 
stie said in agitation. 

“Forget it,” he answered quickly. “I’ll get you 
a robe. He returned with a large wooly bathrobe 
and against her protests, draped it around her. His 

^s moved lovingly down her shoulders and over 
her arms. 

“Don’t you remember,” he winked, “how Joel 
taed thmgs up so the place would be ours all ni4t? 
He was very considerate about deciding to go to 
Westport with his dad, don’t you thinks ° 

P“g at the thought “I-I 
cbuded. “IVe got to get back to 

“Why?” he asked coolly. 

Sood reason and he 
toew It. Mrs Kenyon expects me,” she said Ughtly. 
doesnt like it if I don’t get in at a reasonable 

Lets have another highball while we talk it 
over, he suggested with a chuckle. She almost forgot 
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her caution as he explained to her the science of 
blending drinks so all the rawish taste of the gin 
or whiskey was obfuscated by bitters or blended 
wines like vermouth, or orgeat, or lemon or lime. 

“You’re getting to be the hit of the Village, now.” 
He smiled as he settled himself beside her on the 
studio couch. “You’d be amazed the things people 
say about you, when you’re not aroimd.” 

“Nice things, I hope.” She sounded faintly trou¬ 
bled. 

“How could they be anydiing else, hooey? The very 
nicest.” His eyes appraised her reaction shrewdly. 
“You know, Joel has an awful case on you.” 

She blushed a sweet crimson. “Oh, don’t kid me. 
He likes me, I suppose. At least he has been very 
sweet, arranging for his father to give me lessons 
and for me to pose for you. But—why, he’s never 
said half a dozen words to me about anything 
besides modeling, or something equally impersonal.” 

“He’s shy that way. He says enough when you’re 
not around. He’s done nothing but talk about you, 
since the first time you came here.” 

“I’m glad he said nice things.” She smUed. 

Nice— naughty. Some bcU in her memory rang: 
his father: the nice things;were always naughty. She 
must be a nice girl—and that meant a naughty girl. 
And Joel had said nice things about her. “I’ll bet 
they were really naughty,” she said helplessly, out 
of Ae vast sea of self-doubt. 

“It all depends on how you look at it,” he answered 
casually, his hot eyes still probing her. "We actually 
made a bet about you. Five bucks.” 

“A bet?’^ Her interest was aroused. 

“You see,” he said, intentionally wording it dif- 
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ferently, he bet you Hked him more than you did 
j me, and that you’d never let me—get really friendly 
^ with you, before you let him.” 

She went cold all over. “You mean he actually 
^^ made a bet on who I would—” She was incredulous. 
^^^'Not Joel! 

^ "Well, that was about it.” He was watching her 
j{. now, waiting to pounce. 

“But I think that’s wickedl Whatever in the world 
gave you the idea that I'd ever do a thing like that, 
with either of you?” 

“Do you suppose you’re the first model who ever 
posed here?” he asked more quietly. 

She flushed again. “I suppose most models are 
kind of easy.” 

“Of course they are. Where do you think they 
get their reputations?” 

"Well, I think it’s honrid,” she said with distaste. 
“Making a bet about a girll You make me feel— 

J cheap!” 

“Oh come on, be a sport.” He laid his hand per¬ 
suasively on her lap. She stiffened, trying to keep 
ij cool, trying to withdraw. “After all, we only live 
I once. I’m not the big bad wolf. I won’t blow your 
house down.” 

“A man wouldn’t marry a girl who did a thing 
p like that.” Her face was pale. 

His eyes opened. Did she suspect, then, what 
Joel had in mind? It must be that. “You’d be sur¬ 
prised,” He threw it off lightly. “I know plenty who 
would give in much sooner, even if they knew it. 
Who the heU hires an amateur, when he can get a 
professional? But you’re joshing, sweetheart. You , 
don’t mean to tell me you’re still a virgin!" 
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She went paler than ever. “Now aren’t you get¬ 
ting a bit personal?” 

“I mean it,” he said urgently. He was moving his 
hands softly over her legs. “I like you a lot I'd 
really like to know. So I’ll know how to behave. If 
you never had, you see. . . 

“I’ve never been married,” she said, sparring des¬ 
perately. She felt cold dH over. She was too honest 
to lie about it, yet she didn’t want to bare her heart 
to this smug, careless man of the world. 

“And what does that mean? Today marriage means 
exactly nothing when it comes to —” 

She felt almost hypnotized by his prying insistence. 
“It isn’t really any of your business,” she said, mak¬ 
ing a last attempt. “You wouldn’t want me to tell if 
you and I—” And then she bit her lip. She had ad¬ 
mitted the thought into her own mind and that was 
always bad. 

He registered it as soon as she said it. “Td be 
proud, if you did tell.” He smiled gallantly. 

Her eyes began to mist. She tried to get up, but 
his hand pushed her back to the couch. 

“I didn’t want to make you feel bad, honey.” 

But his whole soul rang. Well, somebody had had 
a swell time, and no mistake. Her eyes admitted it. 
He'd like to see anything stop him. . . . 

“But there’s another thing,” he said with a grin. 
“Naturally, I don’t want to lose this bet. It isn’t 
the money, so much; it’s just that a fellow, once he 
makes a bet, likes to win it, just to show he was 
right. I was counting on you, honey, to help me.” 
His hand wove more and more irresistible harmonies 
over her shrinking body. 

“I still think it’s awful.” she began to gulp a litde. 
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“It isn’t even that you like me, even a little—you 
two just got together and made bets about me be¬ 
hind my back, just to see who could— Oh, it’s aw- 
full” She turned away from him with a swift helpless 
movement and hid her wet eyes in her clenched 
hands. He could see, from her shaking shoulders, 
she was sobbing. 

He scowled. Maybe he had gone too far with 
this joke. He didn’t really want to get Joel into 
trouble. “Don’t feel so bad about it, darling. We 
didn’t mean a thing—” 

She turned furious eyes on him. “You’ll neither of 
you ever win the bet! Never in a million years I” - 

“I don’t know about that,” he said flatly, an uglier 
more calculating tone in his voice, a harder, colder 
look about his eyes. Roy was not a man who took 
defeat easily. There was always some way to get 
what you wanted. The stiflFer they stand, the faster 
they fall. “I know one thing that will make you 
forgive us a little.” His tone pleaded with her. There 
were more ways to skin a cat— 

“I don’t want to hear any more about it,” Her 
voice sounded dismal and muffled. “I’m going home 
right away.” 

“Scorning my drink?” he asked with an exasperated 
chuckle. “You wouldn’t do that, honey. Besides, it 
will do you good. Warm you up. You’re shaking all 
over.” 

“I d-don’t mind finishing the drink." She tried her 
best to regain control of herself and pretend a 
friendliness she did not feel. She mustn’t lose this 
posing opportunity now that she had it. “I don’t 
know why I like you two. You’re a pair of lice.” She 
tried to smile. 
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"One t-Tiin g might change your mind,” he taunted. 

Her eyes widened. “What?" she breathed, 

“You can have the whole five doUais if I wm,” 
casually. “It isn’t the money at all, you see, that 
matters to me. I just want to win the bet. I’ll turn 
it over to you in advance. Eight dollars for posing 
and this five . . With lidded eyes he studied her. 

There was no color at all in her cheeks now. She 
stared at her own naked soul with horrified eyes. 
Thirteen dollarsi He thought he could buy her for 
thirteen dollarsi And it was her own fault. Always 
worrying about money so she could get new clothes 
—that lovely fox fur in the place on Sixth Avenue 
. . . With appalling clarity, she saw how she must 
appear to these men. She would rather die, she 
would rather starve to death than sink to such 
depthsi 

“No. I realize you didn’t mean to be cruel, when 
you made that bet. It isn’t that. I think you’re my 
friend, Roy, just as Joel is. You two have been very 
good to me. But you couldn’t expect me to take the 
money, you know. You couldn’t.” Her voice rose 
hysterically, in spite of all her efforts to be calm. 

“But you need the money.” 

"Yes,” 

"What if I just give it to you?” He twisted a little 
unhappily, baffled by her objections. She didn’t fit 
the niche he had carved for her at aU. It bothered 
him. “Just to show I liked you?-You don’t have to do 
anything for it.” 

“No. Thank you just the same.” 

He shrugged his shoulders, "It doesn’t grow on 
trees. But if that’s how you feel—well, let’s forget it, 
honey. Forget it. Here, let’s go back and mix an- 
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other drink and have some laughs. Tell me some¬ 
thing about yourself.” 

She went back with him, while he mixed the 
drinks. She did not take notice of his actions. One 
glass, his own, he filled just as before. In hers, he 
put more than twice the amount of gin, and more 
vermouth, a dash of bitters, and very httle ginger 
ale. She talked on, with a deepening glow in her 
cheeks, when they returned to the living room. He 
seemed so sympathetic, so interested in dl she said. 
She began to giggle a little every now and then, 
especially after she had finished the next drink. She 
never even noticed that he had long ago ceased 
drinking and was merely watching her. 

She knew vaguely she had forgotten something- 
something she ought to remember. It had some¬ 
thing to do vrith Edna Buzzell- Good old Ednal 
But what°about her? It all seemed tangled up some¬ 
how with the way the floor sort of swayed and the 
chairs and easels seemed to wobble and the pictures 
seemed to quiver on the wall. Again and again, she 
would narrow her eyes and peer intently, trying to 
bring things into focus. 

Glink shouldn t do what he was doing. She was 
definite about that. She made a grab for his hand 
but it eluded her. Oh, it wasn't Glink-it was-she 
couldn’t even remember his name. Joel’s friend. That 
was it. She had guessed it. She was winning the 
booby prize. 

She was asleep, sitting there on his lap, inter¬ 
locked in his arms, long before he picked her up 
and carried her into the bedroom. 

He won the bet. 
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Rot Dxn»RE woke up, and lay for a long time survey¬ 
ing the lovely flushed face on the pillow beside his. 
Brother, she was beautifull Kind of a lousy trick to 
play on her. What a little sweetheart she had turned 
out to bel Let Joel go ahead and marry her now, if 
he wanted to. Roy could give her a recommendation. 
He could testify there was nothing wrong with her. 
He smiled in a twisted fashion. 

Roy had never risen above thinking girls were 
made for just one thin g as far as a man was con¬ 
cerned. But this girl had something ... It made 
him a little uncomfortable to think of the way he 
had tricked her. She was one of those rare creatures, 
a genuinely lovely girl with a capacity for love and 
giving. Even Roy couldn’t miss Aese qualities. 

She woke after tossing uneasily a few moments 
and opened her violet eyes straight into his. The - 
blank uncomprehension altered swiftly to a rather 
frantic imderstanding. She closed her eyes as if to 
shut it all out from reality. When she opened them, 
they were blurred and misty. 

“How did this happen?” She asked in a tense 
low voice. 

“Do you mean your being here? I think you were 
a peach to change your mind!” He was talking fast 
now, trying to conquer this strange feeling of shame. 

157 
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“Oh. I was drunk, wasn’t I?” 

A beaming, disarming smile, a friendly shrug. 
“You were pretty high. You seemed to know what 
you were doing thoughl” 

“Yes. Drunk.” She was still quiet. “It’s the first 
time, too. Did you put anything in those drinks?” 
She was suddenly suspicious. 

“Sure. Gin and vermouth and ginger ale.” 

She sighed. “I’m just a fool, I guess.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. After all, you won five dollars.” 
He thought he was being clever, putting the onus 
on her. 

“That’s right.” She was bitter. “The bet. I sup¬ 
pose you’re going to tell him?” 

“Joel? Why, I— Don’t you want me to?” 

She turned her back to him. Her lips were com¬ 
pressed with pain. 

“He^ I’ll do that for youl I’D even take the sting 
twice! He grinned. Here was a way to salve his 
conscience—and the price was cheap. “A five-spot 
to him, and one to you.” 

And the evening and the morning were an¬ 
other day, she recited without sm ilin g. “One more 
gone.” 

“You’re simply exquisite in the morning.” His 
eyes were tense with desire. “Joel doesn’t know what 
he missed! He did me an immense favor when he 
brought you around.” 

She looked at him listlessly. “If I just hadn’t 
drunk so much. A httle sigh was her only punc¬ 
tuation. 

He reached over and puDed her into his arms. "I 
think you re lovely. Honestly, I’m just crazy about 
you. Don’t you like me, just a httleF’ 
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“I shouldn’t,'* she said mournfully, but a little 
pucker of a smile began to play around her mouth. 
“I’ll bet y9u knew just what you were doing, all 
the time. I’ll bet you deliberately made me tight. 
Tell me the truth. Didn’t you?” 

He was holding her more tenderly now. “If I did, 
will you kiss me?” 

“Heavens, it’s done now,” she sighed. “I suppose 
so.” She relaxed a little when the kiss was over. 

“You bet I did,” he replied jubilantly. “I simply 
had to have you, baby. It wasn’t the bet—” He held 
her so tightly she could hardly breathe. ‘ It was you, 
you gorgeous little devil, and you know it! You 
don’t mind, do you?” 

“What’s the use of minding, now that it’s over? I 
was only thinking about other things. About the 
future.” 

“You beautiful, exciting thing." 

“And you won’t fire me,” blushing a trifle, as 
your model, I mean? A girl told roe that men weren t 
interested in a girl, once they had—once it had hap¬ 
pened.” 

"She was cuckoo,” he said decisively. “I’ll show 
you, right now, whether I’m really interested or 
not” 

He really won another five dollars. But he prom¬ 
ised her before she left, diat he would never 
breathe a word of what had happened to Joel: not 
even that she had stayed late, much less that she 
had spent the night. After all, you had to be square 
to a girl who was as square a shooter as she. 

Joel came in, early in the afternoon. His face was 
' haggard and showed signs of strain. “Hello, Roy,” 
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he said absendy. He seemed to find it difficult to 
say anything else. 

Finally, “WeUP” 

His roommate grinned sheepishly. “I reckon I owe 
you a five-spot, old man.” 

Joel’s face was transfigured with delight "Hal I 
knew I had to win it of course. I told you so, 
didn’t I? I warned you not to bet. I won’t take your 
money—” He was gabbling now, his voice shrill with 
excitement. 

"Take it easy, boy, and don’t be a sap.” He grinned 
wryly. “You wouldn’t have me welsh on a bet 
would you?” 

“Okay, if that’s how you feel. What did you get 
—I mean with the sketches—” Silendy he inspected 
die drawings. “Say, these are simply swell! Took 
her nude, eh?” 

“I decided it was best to take her nude,” Roy re¬ 
marked cryptically. The clothes she had on wouldn’t 
do, of course, for the ads. That’s what I got those 
style books for. It’ll make a snappy ad—that second 
one, especially.” 

“Fine!” Joel was bubbling over with exhilaration 
now. He could hardly keep still. “I feel like a thief, 
taking your money! Tell you what—I’ll just take you 
out to dinner with it tonight—name your own place. 
We’ll spend it celebrating. Isn’t she a wonderful 
kidr 

Shes all of that,” Roy said with a quiet smile. 
“I certainly enjoyed worl^g with her. And I’ll take 
you up on that dinner. I’m broke until that money 
from Pictorial comes in.” 

“The sweetest girl in the world! I sure will be one 
lucky stffi, if she actually will many me. You realize. 
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Roy, I haven’t even had the nerve yet to ask her to 
dinnerl” 

“I don't think she's the type who would turn you 
down. She acts like a square shooter. She only did 
two hours with me, of course. That’s all it took for 
those three studies. Want me to keep on using her?" 

“It would be great if you would! She certainly 
must need the money, poor kid—Use her all you can. 
It will be a real favor to me!” 

“What about after you’re married?” Roy asked 
vrith a sly, fugitive look. 

“I should say sol Just as long as you want her, 
old man. There are some people I wouldn’t want 
her to go on with: Laval, for instance. Even Glink, 
although she knows how to take care of herself." 

“Oh, there’s no doubt about that.” His tone was 
unctuous. . 

“Like stealing money.” He pocketed the five dol¬ 
lars with a chuckle. “But, boy, am I relieved it 
turned out this way! I knew it would, of course; 
but a guy can’t help worrying. ... I don’t believe 
you really even tried,’’ he said in sudden hilarity. 
“Didn’t you actually just give me this money? 

“Have it your own way.” Roy laughed more openly. 
“But rU tell you the truth, I did try. You’ve got a 
treasure there.” He was thoughtful now. 

“If I can only get her,” Joel said doubtfully. 

“From what she said, she tliinks a lot of you,” 
Roy said profoundly. “I think you can. 

“Did she actually say anything about me?” 

It was all Roy could do to invent what she hadn’t 
said, to satisfy Joel. 

That night, Paul Laval made qmte a bit of head- 
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way with the Candide frontispiece and even with 
the first of the inside illustrations. He made no head¬ 
way in any other direction, much to his dissatisfac¬ 
tion. 

On MoOday, Alvis arrived at Mr, Armitage's place 
for the first time. He lived over a small art supply 
shop, which he ran during the day to eke out enough 
money to meet his small needs. 

He was a thin, dour looking man, nearing fifty. 
He wore a pince-nez through which he peered at 
Alvis, in an absent-minded way. Almost, she thought, 
as though he had forgotten he had asked her to pose 
for him. * 

"Mr. Armitage?” She was timid. 

Come right in, Miss Manning. I have been wait- 
ing for you. He led her into a meticulously neat 
room, sparsely furnished with a couch at one end, 
in front of which stood his easel. As she looked 
around, she realized that he ate, slept and worked 
in this one room. There was no sign of a woman 
around. He must be a bachelor. 

“Please put your clothes on this chair,” he was 
businesslike as he placed one chair in front of his 
easel, and the other in front of her for her clothes. 
She was relieved. At least she was not going to 
have to fight this man. He looked at her so im¬ 
personally, almost as though she were a necessary 
evil. ■ ^ 

As she undressed, he started to get his paint 
brushes in order. It was apparent this man was not 
going to waste any time in making conversation. 
Well, all the better she reflected. She was tired of 
constantly being on her guard. 
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‘Where do you want me, Mr. Armitage?” She was 
standing before him in her breathtaking nudity. 

“I am going to do you in oils. This is my first at¬ 
tempt with you in that medium, so we’ll start you 
in a sitting position. Here, tliis chair will be fine. 
Abstractedly he arranged her arm over the back of 
tire chair, crossing one of her legs over the other. 

She felt a little sorry for him. He was obviously 
trying to make each moment count. No doubt, he 
could not afford to keep her more than an hour. 
She decided to cooperate by giving all of her atten¬ 
tion to what he wanted of her. 

Rapidly, he started to sketch in her figure. She 
watched him, thinking he would not be a bad-looking 
man, if the expression on his face were less with- 

.11 

After a tiine, she began to grow a little sleepy. The 
pose was not exacting. It required very little strain on 
her body. She noticed he had a peculiar habit of 
talking to himself. He would work for a while and 
then start to mumble. She tried to catch what he was 
saying, but the words seemed to run.together. Oc¬ 
casionally, he would grunt with satisfaction. She 
was curious to know whether he was any good. Joel 
had told her he had a certain talent, but that he was 
too labored, too photographic, as though he himself 
were so inhibited he feared to abandon himself to 
his imagination. 

Well, rayway, it was comforting to know she 
would not have to struggle with him. He wasnt 
aware of her existence and cared less. She relaxed 
completely. Her eyelids began to close. Suddenly 
she jerked awake. 

He was gesticulating -wildly. He had his thumb 
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up in the air and was making jabbing motions at the 
CMvas. Fiercely he was saying, “That will show 
them—that will show them I” He would paint awhile, 
and then the whole thing would start again. His 
eyes looked wild, 

Alvis began to get a little frightened. Maybe he 
was not quite right in the head. After all, she had 
only seen him at class under the jurisdiction of Glink. 
He had appeared quite reserved. Certainly he had 
never acted like this. 

She began to speculate as to how she could get 
dressed and out of the place, without further ex- 
citing him. She slowly started to edge her way out of 
the chair, but at that moment, he looked up. “What 
are you doing. Miss Manning? Please don’t move 
until I get that shoulder line right.” She sank back 
in the chair, wondering if_he were going to attack 
her. He looked so strange. 

After a few more minutes, when she thought the 
loud thumps of her heart must be clearly audible to 
lum, he called, “Rest, please.” For the first time, as 
he put aside his brush, he looked directly at her. 
At first he looked a little puzzled at the expression 

1 frightened, my 
child? Is there anything wrong? Is the pose too 
hard for you?” 

^No-that is-well, you were talking to your- 

He smiled gently at her. “Oh. that. You mustn’t 
Jet that worry you. You see, I once had a one-man 
show at Boissevant’s Gallery. It was a good spot. 
•People told me I was the coming artist—that I had 
something no one else had-” he smiled bitterly. 
The only trouble was the critics didn’t think so. 
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They crucified me in the papers trampled on my 
calling-made me look like a fool. Well, that was the 
end of me professionally—or so they thought, he 
concluded viciously. “But they’U find out how wrong 
they were. When I do the painting I was bom to 
do.” His eyes were gla 2 ed with his vision of a fu¬ 
ture in which he reigned as the greatest painter of 
his century. Reluctantly, he gave up his dreain to 
come back to grim reality. “So now I paint when¬ 
ever I can get a chance-and sell” his voice was 
heavily ironic, “stationery and art goods so that I 
can eat. So that I can keep up the strength to 
produce my masterpiece.” His voice started to rise 
again. He controlled it with an effort and looked 
piercingly at Alvis. 

“You—you are beautiful enough to be my inspira¬ 
tion. Together, you and I can be immortal. You-be- 
cause you were the model for my paintings. People 
will remember you always as the mate of Armitage, 
the great artist It will be your chance—perhaps your 
only chance for a future. Beauty fixed forever on 
canvas. We would live together of course. The per¬ 
fect relationship for a man and a woman; living, 
loving, working ... I, your man and you my wonder¬ 
ful mate.” His hot breath fanned her hair as he tried 

to bring her lips up to his. 

Alvis pushed him away. He was so thin, she was 
surprised at the steely strength of his arms, as he 
pulled her roughly back to him. “What.better career 
for you than thisr he whispered, straining her 
slender body to him. He looked as if he wanted to 
devour her. His eyes were blind with passion. 

“Please-please, Mr. Armitage-let me go. My hour 
is up and I have to go home-" She was gibbering. 
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frantic with the pain of his clutching hands. He had 
pushed her on the bed now and was trying to hold 
her there, as he bent over her. She pushed at his faoe 
with her free hand, trying to reach his eyes. “Please, 
please 1” She was sobbing with terror. 

Suddenly, he trembled all over, as if with an ague. 
He released her and stood up. He brushed a hand 
over his eyes and turned away, trying to arrange his 
disordered clothes. ‘Tm sorry. Miss Manning. I don't 
know what came over me. But seeing you there so 
exquisite, so womanly— I thought that we two—we 
two would show the world how wonderful-” His 
voice dropped. He was again just an aging, tired 
and slighUy vague looking man. “You don’t have 
to be afraid of me, Miss Maiming. I promise you it 
will never happen again. For the moment I was car¬ 
ried away. I give you my word of honor.” He was 
white and exhausted. 

She looked searchingly at him-and believed him. 

^ “Ah right, Mr. Armitage.” Her voice was 
Its forgotten. Let’s continue,” 

Alvis had a sparse dinner at one of the Village 
beaneries, on Tuesday, and since - she had nothing 
much to do, she strolled on around to the school 
This was the hour when Edna was on duty. sKa 
be alone and she liked company, 

“Sy, that little model is something,” said Edna 
waspishly. I never saw such an outrageous little 
tarti And the worst of it is, she's got Clink eating out 
of her hand. I never thought he’d fall for any¬ 
thing so obvious. It just shows, you never can tell.” 

"^hat happened?” Alvis felt a surprising lack of 
jealousy. 
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Edna sbmgged. “I heard them having it out 
when I was balancing the books that first night, 
Saturday. Everybod.y else had gone. They were in 
the dressing room, but I could hear every word 
they said. He wanted her to come home with him 
and spend the night She told him he was too fresh. 
Not to t-hink that Just because he was her boss, he 
could have things all his own way. He must have 
tried to put his arms around her, because I heard 
soimds of a scufiie. 

“He said he was going to have her—Not until he 
cmne across with an apartment for her, she said, as 
chipper as you please. Imagine her talking like thatl 
Edna was suddenly virtuous. She had forgotten she 
had told Alvis this was the only way to handle a 
man. To get what you could from him, before giving 
him what he wanted. 

“And what did he say?” 

Edna shook her head. She could not believe it 
GUnk with his reputation of getting his girls for 
peanuts. His arrogant assurance that any girl was 
his, only for the asking. Yes, you never could 
tell about men. 

“She's got him hooked, Alvis. He said he’d go 
around and pay the rent for her, for three months. 
But she had to swear never to have a date with 
another man. She said it was okay with her, but she 
had to have a drawing account, if you please—she 
talked about a thousand dollars, and they fought it 
out back and forth as though they were actually 
married. I left before they finished. But she’s got 
something. You can depend on that. She’s about as 
slow as ligM*” 
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“What I’m always telling you. Hard to get. That’s 
the strongest weapon any girl ever had. You can’t go 
wrong if you remember that.” ° 

The phone rang. It was for Alvis. Mrs. Kenyon 
was calling from Brooklyn. 

“I’ve been trying to get you all afternoon,” said 
Mrs. Kenyon, “to give you a message. Call up a 
Mr. Joel Slade at Spring 7-7137.1 mislaid the num¬ 
ber, and then—” 

Oh, that s all right, Mrs. Kenyon.” She hung up 
with a queer doubt in her eyes. “Now what does he 
want?” 

She called )iim. He had been trying to get her 
all day. He said he called while she was still in 
bed and left the number, and again after she had 

left.-Oh, she was at the school now? He could come 
by... 

“I’m just leaving,” said Alvis curtly. Hard to get 
She must remember that. And yet . . “I’ll drop by. 
But only for a minute.” She turned and headed 
toward MacDougal Street 

“ J^n steps. 

Hello, there, he said smiling down at her. ‘^I’ve 

been trying to get you all day. I wanted to ask you 
to have dinner with me tonight. Just my luck that I 
didn’t get you till way after seveni” 

“Mrs. Kenyon didn’t give me the message till 
then. Alvis studied him curiously, “It was nice of 
. you though to think of me,” she thanked brm form¬ 
ally. 

He spoke impulsively. “It’s all I do.” The words 
pelted out. I—I had something I wanted to say to 
you, ^ he broke off lamely. “I’d ask you upstairs, only 
there s nobody there. Roy’s off somewhere_” 
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“Well, what’s that got to do with it?” coolly. 

“Oh, if you don’t mind, come right on up.” There 

was shy relief in his tone. , i_. 

“I can only stay a minute, though.” She made tms 
definite; “You’ve got the class, and I’m posing for 
your father, of course.” 

He seemed ill at ease when they got to the studia 
She looked at him suspiciously. "Welir She foimd 
it difficult to understand him. One moment she felt 
he was a real friend, the next ^ 

“I—What are you doing tomorrow?’ He blurted 


it out suddenly. 

"Nothing.” She was aloof. “Why? 

“Why- Damn it, Alvis, I’ve simply got to talk to 

^ She laughed, almost cruelly. “Am I that hard to 


“Hell, no! It isn’t that. It’s just that I’ve been 

wanting to since Saturday* 

Her lips curled. The bet. He wanted to talk to 
her about the bet. Of coursel If Roy had lied to her, 
if he had actually told Joel what happened- But he 
had given her his solemn word, as a gentleman, that 
he would never breathe a word of it. . . 

“Why especially since dienr Let him bring up 
the subject if he did know what had happened with 

‘I’ve missed you so damned much,” he bl^ed 
out. “I don’t know, we were up in Westport all day 
Sunday and it was simply beautiful and I couldnt 

stop thinking about you.” 

“Well that’s nice to hear, but what do you want 
tn An about it?” Her thoughts were churning 
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Ae fact that he had any power over her emotions. 
She was still furious, that Joel of all people had made 
such a bet about her with Roy. 

He hung his head, sensing a rebuke. “From the 
very first. I've felt that way about you. It—it’s hard 
for me to talk. I don’t know, when I’m with a girl 
Ive never been able to say anything, anything I 
wanted to, the way Roy can. It doesn’t mean I 
haven’t wanted to.” 

She giggled. He looked so sad she wanted to take 
Ws black head and hold it Ughtly to her bosom, but 
that would never do. She was going to teach him to 

bet with Roy about her accessibility. She would show 
nim. 

“Well, you like me like the very devil. Now you’ve 
told me and I m awfully glad. Where do we go from 
there? More and more she tried to be-as flip and 

casual, when men talked to her, as Edna Buzzell 

was. 


I wonder if you like me, even a littler His face 

was half averted 

So that’s what he was getting att Trying to win 
his part of the betl “WeU, what if I do?” she asked 
coolly. What would it get me?” 

‘Don’t you think, darling-” his trembling hand 
could no longer resist touching her arm. her ador- 
able arm- that I might have a chance with your 
A chance with me?” she repeated without color. 
She wasn t going to help him a bit-let him flounder! 
A chance—for what?” 


I inean. don^f vnn lil-o 


« ^ I'jjlI . f 
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bit. He did. So I suppose I’ll go. But I’ll make him 
behave, believe mel” 

I see.” She had read in his son's fumbling pro¬ 
posal, a mere proposition. He was suddenly revolted 
at himself. Men like himself had done this to her. 
Had made it impossible for her to read the true 
decent love in his son’s eyes. She would go on aniT 
on like this, year after year, growing more hardened, 
more cynic^ missing all the things her young, 
ardent soul craved. Suddenly, his contradictory feel¬ 
ings about this girl resolved themselves. He made 
his decision then. 

“Did it ever occur to you, darling, that he might 
have meant marriage, all the time?” 

Marriage?” The eyes that stared back at him were 
shocked. “But he’s your son. How could I? What 
must you thin If ?” 

He looked at her bewildered loveliness. There was 
something hidden and somber in his eyes. 

Tell me, my dear, could you love him ? After all, 
he is in a position to give you so much more than I 
could— 

"But I’ve always thought he was just like the rest 
of you men—out for what he could get. Oh, I didn’t 
mean to hurt you—" She floundered over her mis¬ 
take. 

He smiled a little sadly. "You are quite right about 
me, my child. But Joel told me in confldence that 
he loves you, and if he can get you to consent, he 
intends to marry you.” 

“But you-how would you feel about it? After all, 
I have been with you—” She was stiU trying to assim¬ 
ilate the astounding information. Joel loved her. Her 
heart was singing. Joel loved her. Not for what she 
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and lesson were finished?” He toyed with the idea. 

“Of course I didn’tl He’s too young.” She laughed 
a brittle, sophisticated little laugh. 

“Hear her talkl What did he want to see you 
about?” 

She shrugged. “Maybe I oughtn’t to tell you. After 
all, he’s your son. But you won’t let him know, will 
you?” She giggled as she felt his foraging hands 
toy gently with the hinterlands above her knee, the 
realms supposedly unpenetrated by any man. He 
wanted,” she said, “just what you do, I guess. The 
difference is, he isn’t going to get it.” 

Slade was on fire with her welcoming sweetness. 
He foraged more boldly as he asked, “You mean, he 
only wanted a date with you?” 

Again a shrug. “He beat around the bush. Roy 
says he’s girl-shy, and he certainly seems to be. 
He said he wanted a chance with me.” Her lips curled. 
“And he said he’d teach me to love him. Imagine! 
Of course, he loves me a lot, he said. But all the men 
say that.” In spite of herself her pain expressed itself 
in the trembling of her,voice. “He propositioned me— 
not just for a date, but to keep me, I suppose. A lot 
of stuff about spending a lifetime trying to make 
me happy, and all that.” Her voice grew fierce. 
“None of that for me; I intend to get married, not be 
kept,” she said firmly. “The best he could offer, was 
that we go to your place, in Westport, tomorrow. I 
wasn’t going to, and then, I don’t know—something 
in his eyes or something—he does look like you, 
dear.” She snuggled deliciously closer. “So I said I 
would go with him, if he gave me his word of 
honor he wouldn’t try to get fresh, not even a Httle 
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experience with men, so far, had not contributed to 
her faith in his protestations. When she left him for 
her posing session with Egbert Slade, he did not 
dream that she had completely misconstrued his 
proposal to her. 

Egbert waited restlessly in his studio for Alvis to 
arrive, wondering why she was already a quarter of 
an hour late. Joel had already persuaded her to 
marry him and had taken her away. . . . 

The buzzer rang. Feverishly Slade pressed the but¬ 
ton to let her in. Tensely he waited at the opened 
door, listening to her lilting steps as they mounted 
the stairs to the penthouse studio. Joel’s expected 
wife and his mistress I She was herel 
. “Well, sweetl" He could not help himself. He 
gathered her to him, then held her out at arm’s 
length to inspect her bright-eyed, cheek-flushed 
loveliness. He swung her triumphantly back for a 
panting passionate kiss. “I thought you were never 
coming!” 

“I was with Joel,” she said disingenuously. “I was 
over at the school, talking to Edna Buzzell, the girl 
at the desk, when he got me on the phone. He had to 
see me right away. He said he’d been trying to get 
me all day. So I stopped by to see him for a moment. 
Once I got there, he almost talked my. ear off. But I 
told him I had to come here,” she said saucily, “and 
here I am.” She was getting better and better. She 
mentally patted herself on Qie back. 

“Here, I’ll take your coat. Come ov^ and sit on 
my lap, and tell jne all about it”^Slade grinned. 
“You didn’t tell him what happened between us the 
other night, did you? Or what we had on the cards 
for tonight," he added significantly, “after the posing 
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something perverse within him whispered she could 
be, she would be. This was precisely how women 
betrayed men, how Slade’s wife had treated him. It 
would serve Joel right, he thought bitterly. It would 
teach him, finally, never to trust a woman. 

“You mean it, Dad? You really think I ought to go 
ahead and marry her? Will you help financially, 
until I become independent?” 

"Absolutely.” He was aware of his contradictory 
feelings about this girl. He asked himself just what 
kind of a girl she really was? That she was beautiful, 
kind, generous to a fault, he aheady knew. Could 
these qualities be so bad in a possible wife for his 
son? 

“I’ll ask her right away." Joel was jubilant. “To¬ 
morrow!” 

“Don’t forget she’s posing for me, Tuesday night. 
You don’t want to interfere with her work.” He felt 
he needed a little more time to think. 

"Heavens, no! She’d hardly marry me now any¬ 
way.” Joel colored furiously. “And she certainly 
can use the money. She’s posing for Roy Dupre to¬ 
night. I arranged the date. I told him to use her 
as many hours as he could. Poor kid. The money will 
make a great difference to her. I’m afraid.” 

“I hope he keeps her busy. Meanwhile, you go 
ahead and ask her to marry you.” 

“You bet I will!” 

They returned to the city late Monday night. Joel 
tried unsuccessfully to get Alvis by phone on Tues¬ 
day. When he finally did reach her, his attempts to 
convince her of his love and need for her were 
aborted. He had no way of knowing that Alvis’s 
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help, then—it’ll be a lifesaver, now. Private posing is 
the only way she can earn a living now.” 

A reminiscent gleam flickered in Egbert’s eyes as 
he recalled the wild, outlawed sweetness of his first 
night with the exquisite little model. The unbelieva¬ 
ble rapture he had experienced with the girl Joel 
himself had brought to him, unintentionaEy help¬ 
ing his father achieve his wanton desire. “Do you 
still intend to marry her?” When he asked the ques¬ 
tion, he told himself he was going to lead up to a 
warning: You can’t marry this girl. She isn’t for you. 
She is not at all what you thiri she is. 

Joel said matter-of-factly. “Of course.” 

“You haven’t asked her yet.” He could not make 
himself say it. He could not seem to get the words 
past his lips. 

Joel’s head drooped. “I haven’t worked up the 
courage, I guess. But, how I want to——” 

A tremor shot through Egbert’s body. She had 
been so beautiful. Would she consent to many his 
son after she* had given herself to the father? 

“Go ahead and ask her, Joe,” the father said. The 
words slipped through his lips before he coidd stop 
them. “I’ll see you through, I’ll double your allow¬ 
ance, or better, if you can get her to marry you. 
Now’s the time. She’s lost her classwork with Glink. 
She’s on her own and it may be harder and harder 
for her to get private work. When a girl is made 
desperate by lack of money, anything can happen to 
her. If you really want to marry her, you owe it to 
her to insist that she marry you nowl” 

Yes, this was the way. Alvis was sure to turn him 
down. She could hardly be the father’s mistress and 
the son’s wife, at the same time. And all the time 
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it differently; but it was always the same thing 
they went after. 

Well, she was learning how to take care of herself, 
now. She wondered why it made her so miserable. 


14 ■ 

Joel and his father had talked about Alvis the previ¬ 
ous Sunday morning while roaming the Saugatuck 
woods at Westport. Joel had brought up the subject 
himself. 

“You know, Dad, it certainly was swell of you to 
take Alvis Manning under yoiur wing. And it’s more 
necessary than ever now. She’s in trouble.” 

“Trouble!” Slade whistled. When a man said a girl 
was in trouble he generally meant one thing—an 
increase in the birthrate. “What kind of trouble? 
With a man?” . ' 

“Oh, nothing like that,” Joel said, appalled at 
the thought. “Not Alvis. Why she wouldn’t let a 
man alive touch her—No, I mean real trouble. 
Clink’s not going to use her in Life class any more. 
Why do you think I was so willing to cut class*, 
last night? I suppose it had to come. He couldn’t 
continue with one model forever. But it almost 
bowled her over. Alvis is incredibly naive. She has 
had no experience working in schools. It never 
even occmred to her that a class uses a model for a 
few weeks and then switches to another subject. 
That's why I’m so glad you decided to teach her and- 
have her pose for you at the same time. It was a 
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you’ll give me your word, Joel, that you won’t start 
anything. . , 

“Honey!” His face was pained. “Men must have 
hurt and bothered you! It’s high time—” 

“It’s high time you got to class. And I’m late for 
my appointment,” she interrupted. “And they haven’t 
bothered me, Joel. I don’t let them. Not 4iat they 
wouldn’t want to.” 

"Where shall I meet you and when? I’m so happy 
you’re going. We ought to start by noon, if we’re to 
make it in time for a walk in the ^temoon. .. 

“I’ll be here, at noon,” she said precisely. “Tm 
trusting you a lot to do this. I’m not really sure I 
ought to—but you have given me your word.” 

“Heavens, I’ll knock down the &st man who even 
looks at you,” he cried in exuberant delight. 

“You might find it hard, knocking yourself down.” 
She grinned, feeling mistress of the situation at last. 
“But we’ll see. And now, I’ve got to go to your 
father’s! It’s five after already.” 

“Darling, I adore you!” He felt that a weight had 
been rolled off his soul: she was going, she was 
actually going! He wanted to hug her, lift her clear 
off the ground and whirl her around in an ecstasy 
of delight, but he restrained himself' with a great 
effort of will. 

“So long as you remain at least five feet away from 
me, we won’t quarrel,” Alvis said as callously as 
Edna Buzzell. “See you at noon tomorrow, then.” 

When they parted she stared after him with per¬ 
plexed eyes. He certainly was a queer bird. Ex¬ 
pecting her to fall for all that stuff about spending 
a lifetime trying to make her happy. They all went at 
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tie morning—you have nothing to do tomorrow— 
for a midweek week-end,” he continued persuasively. 
"YouTI simply adore the placel” 

“Well, I don’t know,” she said bleakly. 

“It . . oh.” He was crestfallen, as he understood 
her meaning. “I won’t bother you, if that’s what 
you’re afraid of." 

“That is,” she said factually. “What else did you 
think it could be?” 

“But, Alvis! I give you my word. . . I wouldn’t 
urge you one inch, I wouldn’t even say a thing to 
you, personally, if you want it that wayl If I could 
just be there with you, just see you tramping the 
hills and breathing it all in with me . . . It’s all I’ve 
dreamed of since I first met you.” He shook his head. 
“Dad won’t be there; I’m sorry about that. He’s such 
marvelous fun in the woods. But, with Bettina there, 
he’d rather not, I suppose. I know you’ll have a 
marvelous time.” 

“Tomorrow?” She asked calculatingly. “When 
would we get back?” 

“Whenever you want. You wouldn’t even have 
to spend the night, if you didn’t want to. Though 
it would be a lot nicer to stay over and get a real 
night’s sleep there in the bungalow, and wake up 
with the birds, a billion miles away from the city. 
The place is so beautiful at dawn. You can’t imagine 
it until you’ve seen it! —A crisp walk to work up 
an appetite and then crisp breakfast bacon and 
golden eggs and toast done just to a turn—” 

“You ought to go in for advertising,” she laughed. 

“Then you won’t?” His face dropped, 

“I will,” she said suddenly changing her mind, “if 
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“Oh.” A spasm of pain crossed his features. “You 
love someone else, then?” It was clear she wanted 
no part of him. His mind leapt ahead—he assumed 
she understood all that surged so tumultuously 
within him. 

She made no answer but studied him, her lips 
queerly twisted. 

"Let’s not be so serious,” she said finally. “Any¬ 
way, you’ve got to get to ^our class, and I've got an 
appointment to pose.” 

“I don’t care if I never go to the class again, if 
you don’t care for me,” he said tensely. He felt as 
though his entire body had taken a beating. “Do you 
really love somebody else?” 

, “No.” Her answer surprised them both. “Not really. 
I mean, I like a lot of people. Your father and Roy 
and Mr. Armitage and—” 

“I don’t mean them,” he sighed with a great surge 
of relief. “I’m so gladi Please give me a chance 
then!” 

“Why should I?” she asked coolly. He did express 
it differently from the rest—from Glink, from his fa¬ 
ther, from Roy, from old Paul even. But he meant the 
same thing, she told herself harshly. He must mean 
the same thing. To win his half of the bet! She 
shivered with disgust. 

“Perhaps if you knew me better,” he urged, feeling 
all the time that it was hopeless. 

"Well, suppose I did? It wouldn’t make any differ¬ 
ence. You must think all girls are alike,” she said 
savagely. 

He brooded for a moment, staring at the floor. 
“Listen. I wanted you with us all the time we were 
at Westport. Let me drive you up the first thing in 
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This business had gone far enough. Three men al¬ 
ready. First Clink, because she had been an ignorant 
child and had naively assumed he would marry her. 
Then Egbert Slade because he persuaded her love 
would make her a great artist—and because she had 
promised Joel to do whatever his father asked her. 
And finally Roy because he had filled her full of 
liquor and gotten her so tight he could easUy take 
advantage of her helplessness. And now Joel was 
making his bid. What did he have to offer? 

Her face twisted and she smiled narrowly. “Oh, 
could you?*’ she asked dryly. “What makes you so 
sure?” 

“I know I could.” He kept his face humbly 
averted. “I love you so much, dear. I know we could 
make a go of it. You’re much too good for me, I 
know that; but I would do my best. Just because 
some people can’t make it—” he was thinking of 
his father and Bettina—“doesn’t mean that we 
couldn’t.” 

“It doesn’t mean that we could, either," she 
responded flatly. 

“I’d spend a lifetime, trying to make you happy." 
He said it in a lower, more troubled voice. 

A lifetime. Her lips curled again. He must think 
her like that unspe^able Jinny Meagher, who had 
told Clink he had to give her an apartment and 
a bank account. Even if he did mean to keep her, it 
wasn’t enough, the way she felt toward him. From 
Joel she must have all or nothing. But she mustn’t be 
too hard on him. He had been good to her getting 
his father to teach her, getting her the date to pose 
for Roy. "You’re very sweet, Joel, but I am quite 
content with life just the way it is.” 
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could give liim for one night or even two nights— 
but forever. He wanted her for always. To be his 
alone—forever. It was what she had dreamed of all 
her life. 

Egbert was saying now, ‘T thought, at first, I 
would try to keep him from marrying you. That, as 
my son, he deserved a girl who had not lived as you 
have. But you are a sweet child, Alvis. It was not 
your fault that you have known men like GUnk, 
Roy and, yes—myself. You were made for love, 
and you are entitled to have a good marriage, to 
have children. To live the full life of a woman, with 
all the love and security a woman deserves.” 

She was looking at this man she adored with misty 
eyes. He was so wise, so good. 

“It costs something to give you up, my dear. You 
are the most wonderful thing that has happened to 
me in years.” His voice was suddenly full of pain- 
regret for the wasted years—for a marriage that 
could have been heaven, had he been a bigger, 
better man—and was now a farce. He resolved sud¬ 
denly to make another try with Bettina. He was 
grateful to this beautiful child who had shown him 
the way with her childish trust and magnificent 
capacity to love. 



Alvis arrived at Joel's at noon, for the trip to West- 
port. He was waiting for her, at the top of the 
stairs, hat in hand, outer coat on. “Here you are.” 
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His face lit with relief. “I was afraid you might have 
changed your mind.” 

—The man who wanted to marry herl The man 
whom she wanted to marry. After the liberties she 
had permitted other men to take, it seemed funny 
to think of him this way. Especially since he had 
never even touched her, except to kiss her cheek 
once. He was so nice. She felt just a little guilty. She 
felt she ought to make up to Hm, somehow, for the 
• other men. Before she had time to think it out, she 
was in front of him, touching his body with hers, 
lifting her eyes and her lips provocatively. “Don’t ^ 
you want to loss me, Joel? Nobody’s here.” r/' 

His face was transfigured with happiness. “Angeir ^ 
Timidly his hands girdled her waist, then slowly 
tightened. His lips covered hers with a warm pres¬ 
sure. Her little tongue welcomed his. His arms were 
around her body this time. It felt strange. It felt 
right. She knew this was what she had wanted all 
along. But she would have to encourage him a little. 

He was certainly the first man she had ever had 
to encourage. She had had enough trouble dis¬ 
couraging the rest 

“God, but I love you!” He held her at arm’s 
length and inspected her vivid loveliness. 

“I like you too, dear.” Her eyes were a little misty. 

“Oh, my darling! I can’t believe you are finally 
saying it to me! I’ve been mad to have you say 
that to me—” 

He released her and stared with queer concen¬ 
tration at her. “I suppose we’ve got to get started,” 
he said regretfully. The way she had rubbed her 
sweet little body against him had aroused him 
strangely. He had never quite worked up the nerve 
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to make love to a girl—a little petting, that was as 
far as he had ever gone. And now, aU of a sudden, 
something was released in his soiJ. He knew at last 
what he was for, what a girl was for, His mind rioted 
with wild fantasies of mutual surrender: himself, 
this lovely girl, the studio to revel in, . . Of course, 
he reminded himself, she wouldn't let him try any¬ 
thing. This was the girl he was going to marry. But 
it was sweet, just for the moment, to torture himself 
with the thought. 

“We’ve got to get started if we’re going to take 
that walk.” 

“Is that what you really want most from me, Joel 
—to hear me say I like you?” She would have to 
encourage him or he would never say anything. 

“Oh, darlingl 1 want to marry youl I know you 
don’t care for me yet—” 

“You said you could teach me to.” A blush mantled 
her neck. 

How different things were when marriage was in 
the oflBng. The woman had to do the suggesting, 
the urging. 

“If you would only give me a chance! Alvis, we 
could get married today,” he cried wildly. 

She laughed happily. He had not needed much 
urging at that. She turned from him and started 
toward the studio, not down the stairs. "Well, why 
don’t you mix me a drink and tell me all about it? 
Maybe you could persuade me, you know.” Her 
eyes fluttered. 

“My sweet! Of course.” He stumbled arormd ex¬ 
citedly. He seemed like a great shy puppy, flounder¬ 
ing all around her, mad to hurl himself upon her. 
“Here, take your hat and coat off.” 
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He went back alone to mix the drinks. At the 
very bar, Alvis realized, where Roy had mixed 
the drinks which had put her to sleep and made her 
let him go ahead and take advantage of her. Only 
last Saturday night. And this was Wednesday. But 
she was going to keep her head this time, and not 
let Joel get her the way Roy had. Once was enough. 

She sat perched up on the couch, when he came 
back, her legs tucked neatly beneath her. “Thanks, 
dear,” she said as she took the drink. “It isn’t too 
strong, I hope?” 

“Hell, nol Just a wee dash of gin for you. Mine,” 
he laughed, “I made stronger. I need it.” 

She giggled to herself. He would be the one, not 
she, who would be rendered helpless by the drinksi 
“You know, Joel, I didn’t understand, last night, that 
you meant you wanted to marry me. Honestly. You 
put it so strangely: you didn’t actually say anything 
about marriage, you know.” 

“I suppose I didn’t.” He stared in abashed fashion 
at the floor. “I thought you’d understand.” 

“I didn’t,” she said simply. “At least not then.” 

“How did you find out?” 

She flushed deeply. It would never do to let 
him know about Egbert—never in the worldl “I 
just got to thinking it over,” she said lamely, “and 
I realized y#u must have meant marriage.” 

"Of course, I did. What else could I want?” 

“Once I thought—of course I’ll get married.” Her 
voice was quiet and distant and as frank as she dared 
make it, “That was before I became a model. I 
thought everybody got married. And then, I didn’t 
know. . . After a girl becomes a model— Lets every¬ 
body see her naked, and all. . 
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"What diflEerence could modeling make, my 
sweet?” 

She squinried under the loving ardor in his eyes. 
“I don’t know. But a girl has to protect hetself-even 
from herself, her own feelings. You know-wanting 
somebody to love her. I don’t know what other 
girls do. I know what I did .. 

He still seemed absorbed in the ecstasy of the 
moment. He had not gotten over the unexpected joy 
of her acquiescence. She tried harder than ever to 
make see. 

“I just built up a sort of wall, a sort of shell, 
around myself when I was with men: a w^ they 
weren’t ever to pierce. For self-protection. It’s there, 
my dear: I built it myself. It’s made me-different 
It won’t be so easy for me to love now as it once 
would have been.” 

“I knew you were like that,” he said happily. 
“Don’t t^inlf, for a moment, that I mindl I’m all the 
more proud of youl You’ll get over it, soon enough.” 
“I wonder,” she said thoughtfully. 

After a long silence, she spoke again. “Why do you 
want to marry me?” 

“Because I love you so, dear.” There was a simple 
dignity in his lack of pretense. 

“But you hardly biow me,” she said quietly. ‘You 
hardly know the real me, at all We haven’t even 
begun to get acquainted. I may be difierent from 
what you think 1 am.” 

“No. You’re all that I want. I’ve known you, from 
the first moment I saw you—known I had to have 
you.” He lifted his head with youth’s superb in-, 
nocence. 


V 
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“It would have made a difference, if I had only 
understood what you meant, last night,” she said 
weakly. She meant she should have behaved very 
differently with his father. “A lot of difference. I-I 
wouldn’t have been so-so hard, if I’d known. That 
wall around me—1 thought you were merely trying 
to—to get fresh, like some of the other men I’ve 
known. That you were only suggesting I live with 
you, and not get married at all." 

“Darlingl I wonder you didn’t shoot me, or some¬ 
thing. How could you have thought that?” 

I did.” She avoided the probing question. “I 
understand now. Tm sorry I was—that I wasn’t 
nicer." Nice—naughty—his father had taught her that 
they were the same. 

“You couldn’t help being nice to eveiybody” 
he said happily. 

“Oh, yes I could.” Alvis was firm. “Widi a lot of 
men. Men I have to watch. Like-like old Paul Laval, 
for instance.” 

“You mustn’t pose for him any more,” Joel ordered. 
“I knew he was a rotter.” 

“I certainly won’t, if you don’t want me to.” There 
was something satisfying about his wanting to pro¬ 
tect her. Her heart went out to him. “You know, 
dear, it does something to a girl when she poses. 
Look at some of the others—Edna Buzzell, for ex¬ 
ample. She’s splendid, she knows everything, but I 
wouldn’t want to be like her. Not now, certainly. 
She makes dates with men and she’s awfully hardr 
boiled about it. She doesn’t do it because she likes 
them. She’s cold and mercenary about it. She says 
that girls have to protect their best interests.” 

“But that’s terrible! I knew there was something 
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about her that repelled me. If I had known this. 
I’d have understood why." 

“Or take little Peggy Bealle, who posed for the 
class before I did. Look what modeling did to her. 
She’ll do anything to keep a man interested-any- 
thing so he’ll keep on asldng her to pose for him. 
And she doesn’t even like meni Oh, and that Jinny 
Meagher, the new model. She’s the worst. You cant 
imagine the things she said to me. 

“She’s disgusting," Joel said, "You shouldn’t associ¬ 
ate with girls like her." 

“I know. She really is awful. But that’s what 
modeling made of her, I suppose. Now you wouldn't 
want to marry someone like—” 

“Hell, not Don’t you understand, Alvis? It had 
to be you from the start." 

“Well, I guess Fm pretty lucky,” Alvis said dubi¬ 
ously. 

“I was the lucky one.” He was grateful 

“I—I wanted you to understand, what I was like, 
before you—before we—” She fumbled for the rest. 

“My dearest AlvisI Don’t you worry, we’ll get rid 
- of that wall all right. Say,if you really mean it- 
- I can’t believe it even nowl It’s too incredibly won- 
derfull If you really mean it, what’s to stop us from 
going right ahead and getting married todayF His 
voice was flUed with happiness. 

“If you’re sure you irant me—being a model and 
all— A girl has temptations, you know.” She was still 
trying to warn him, and it wasn’t easy. 

“All the finer, that you didn’t yield to them,” he 
said proudly, 

“Well suppose I did a little. ...” 

“You precious sfilyl As if you could ever do any- 
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thing wrongl Honey," he said tenderly, “I thinlc I 
loved you from the first moment I saw you.” 

“You didn’t object to my posing for people?” 

“What on earth for?” 

She was crying now with happiness. 

You’ll never ^eam how much I want you, dar¬ 
ling, ^If you’re game,” he continued, his eyes shin¬ 
ing, “we won’t go to Westport, until we’re married. 
We’ll shoot right on down to the license bureau, 
and simply go ahead and do it nowl” 

“Oh, but Joel—without any time at all—” 

“Please," he pleaded with her, “you can get any 
clothes you need, afterwards. I know your mother 
^d father are dead. I know you’ve been up against 
it to get the pretty things you want. My allowance 
is more than enough for us to hve on, especially 
now that Dad doubled it. Wasn’t that swell of him?" 

Her eyes widened with interest. “I think he’s a 
darlingl So he really wants you to marry me then?” 

“He not only wants me to, he insisted on it. He 
seems almost as crazy for it as I am—not that any¬ 
body really could be,” Joel said in happy certainty. 
Its the only thing I’ve ever really been sure I 
wanted to do, besides paint.” 

Dont you have to wait a day or two to get the 
thing all fixed up? The license, medical tests and 
things like that?” 

“I know somebody who can rush it all through for 
us. We’ll fix it for tomorrow. All we need is a couple 
of witnesses. Well have Dad, of course; and—wait a 
moment 1 He pulled down the telephone receiver 
and dialed vigorously. 

^^Who^are you callingr with trepidation. 

“Roy,” Joel was grinning. “Over at the Kit Kat. 
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He thinks youre swell and he’d love to act—HeUo, 
Roy? Say old man, bust out of whatever you're 
doing and get the hell over herel —To the studio, of 
course. I want you to meet my future bride. He 
glanced with pride at Alvis. “—Sure. Alvis. —Tomor¬ 
row. See you in five minutes then.” He hung up, 
with a broad smile. “He says you couldn’t keep him 
away.” 

Alvis gave a puzzled little sigh. In a way, they had 
more right to be there than anybody else. And Joel 
wanted them; that was enough. 

“Now kiss me, Mrs. Joel Sladel” 

She did. Her eyes were hdded and cryptic. 

“My wifel” he cried in ecstatic disbelief. It doesn t 
seem to be possible—” 

“My husband. . . 

The next day, the four stood in front of the 
shirt-sleeved alderman and heard the hurried mum¬ 
ble of the wedding ceremony. Joel and Alvis were 
both very nervous i a leap in the dark is always 
disturbing. Egbert and Roy thoroughly enjoyed them- 
selves* 

As the father, Egbert insisted on paying the fee 
and on giving an impromptu wedding dinner for the 
ecstatic, but bewildered young couple. It had to be 
the Brevoort, of course, with champagne cocktails to 
begin with, and bubble glasses of Benedictine and 
brandy to taper off. Roy had brought iil two of his 
girl friends from the Kit Kat, young would-be artists. 
Both of them got a little high and, in a more discreet 
way, so did the two best men. Alvis was careful 
with her sipping, and Joel always indulged with 
moderation. 
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They made reservations for the night at the hotel, 
and Roy said the rest of the party would be on Him 
at the studio. Since Egbert had to finish his painting 
of Alvis before it got stale, he told Joel to run along 
with Roy and the two girls to the studio, and he 
would bring Alvis over within an hour or so. He 
was as good as his word and it turned into a fan¬ 
tastically gay wedding celebration. 

When the hour grew very late, Joel and Alvis 
started for the hotel, dodging, as well as they could, 
a shower of rice, plus most of Roy’s and Joel’s old 
shoes. 

As the street door closed behind them, they could 
hear Roy and Egbert betting on who took which 
httle artist home. But Alvis and Joel were off already 
in a dream world of their own. 

At the hotel she giggled as she shook the rice out 
of her frock and her hair. He watched her as she un¬ 
dressed slowly. He saw her exquisite nudity stand¬ 
ing beside the bed, then sitting on it, then sliding 
down between the sheets. He almost expected to 
hear Clink's imperative, “Resume the pose, Alvis." 

Instead, he heard her whisper, “Toel!” 

“My biidel” 

The stars in their eyes were as bright as their 
hopes for the future. 


THE END 
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He found dangerous love in soft blonde arms. The stirring novdl 

of a dark coiKjueror—^vhci tasted fotbidden fruit, 

LOVELY FRAUD, Jo« Weiss 

V , . . stands for Vanessa: Vanessa stands for * . , Vice. The 
story of a woman who promised anydiing-^and sometiroes delivered, 

CALL HER WANTON. Lon Williams 

A lusty novel of wUdern^ passion and a wife too naughty K> be 

ttue, 

BLONDE TRAP, Ernie WeatherdI 

The story of a sultry office girl who believed in pleasure before 
business, 

DOLLS AND DUES, Orric Hitt 

The sordid story of a Union Boss and his women, A pdedriver of 
a Qovel^—naked as lust—timely as comotiow, • * ** 

TRAILER TRAMP, Otrie Hitt 

Her trailer took her from, town to town—from man to man L • * ■ 

SINFUL VIRGIN, John B. Thompson 
The daring novel of a girl too seductive to be safe. 

GANG GIRL, Joe Weiss 
The clubhouse was her bridal suite. 

TWILIGHT WOMEN, Lea Scott 

The story of a strange love cute and its secret rite& 

PAPRIKA, Eric Von Stroheim 

Ho man could resist the C^psy trollop—no wai« want^ to. 
TEASER, Ortie Hitt 

Bonnie was her name . , , Love was her game* 



B-159. ELLIB’S SHACK. Oirie Hitt 

She had jm what man w^anted. Haw eould a girl like dtat 
^tay good? 

B-161* BACK OF TOWN. Herbert Pruett 

Teara die amain from small-town sex , • . takes up where 
PEYTON PLACE left off. 

B-16Z HILL HOYDEN, Lon Williams 

The story of a badcwcods Napoleon who diought he could get 
away with anything—^anything, 

B-163m hell BENT- H, B, Ames 

The story of Joan, who loved her way out of the gutter™snd back. 

B^164, SUBURBAN WIFE, Orrie Hitt 

She had time on bet hands—and men on her mind. A searing 
story of a lonely wife on the prowl. _ 

B-165. GUTTER GANG. Jay de Bekker * 

A shocking story of teenage lust, dope, prostitution and perversion 
which will open your eyes. 

B-166. THE PRIVATE PLEASURES OF MARY LINTON. 

William Arthuf 

She had the soul of a stripper, and the body of a bawd. 

TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR SPECIAL OFFER— 
MAIL COUPON NOW! 
eadi—any throe for i^l.OO—any seven for ^2,00 
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BEACON BOOKS, Dept. 189 

117 East list Street, New York 16^ N. Y, 

Please send me the books checked below at the price of 35{ each, 
three for or seven for j^Z.OO. I enclose.... 

ORDER BY NUMBER ONLY 
CIRCLE rm NUMBERS OF THE BOOKS WANTED 


B-136 

B-149 

B-154 

B-158 

• B-163 

B.146 

B-150 

B.155 

B159 

B-164 

B-147 

B-15I 

B-156 

B-161 

B^165 

B-148 

B-153 

B^157 

B^162 

B-166 

e event we 

are out 

of stock on 

any of your 

selections please 


I list alternative choices; 

■ 1. ____2. .... 3 -- 

I NAME ......... 

J ADDRESS ...... *-••* 

I CITY.,.. ZONE. STATE...-- 

I (We pay postage on all orders. Sorry no CO.D.'s) 

il B M !■ a V — M M Pi' S' H H M 



















bad 

reDutatio^ 


All nght-so Alvis had a figyre men 
found irresisHble, It brought her work 
ds Cl modeL She even consented to 
pose undropad in art class. But did 
that make her a girl of questionable 
virtue? 

True, the school director rvgorded it 
os part of a model^s job to surrender 
to his advances. Skidei the famous 
painter, expected the accustomed 
price in returrr for helping }m. And 
the students, gatint hungrily at her 
matchless perfections# to^for gronted 
thot she would suCtumb on occasion— 
in tact, one of them bei she would. 

But another young ortlst, despite 
everything/ believed her os pure as the 
day she was born. Maybe 
‘^loken/^tnaybe not-^but he 
chance to find outi 


‘A smashing newJ|6v©V^a strange and 
profession frol^^Jlirpen of the mcfster' --Oi-i 









